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Tears 


by brightened 


Summary 


Sirius Black isn’t sure what to think of Severus Snape. He’s even less sure about Snape 
being his personal Mediwizard, under orders of Albus Dumbledore who assures them both 
that it will hasten his recovery from his long imprisonment in Azkaban. 


As time goes on, Sirius discovers that Snape’s prickly exterior protects a tender, haunted 
soul. At the same time, Severus discovers that Sirius Black is not the cruel, unbearable 
wizard he always believed him to be. 


What will come from this forced coexistence? 


(This fic is a translation.) 


Notes 


This work is a translation of Lagrimas by Belu_Ruiz_Snack. Thank you so much for 
allowing me to translate your work ¥ 


This is my first translation, and Spanish is my second language. I have poured many, many 
hours into this, more than I ever have on an original work, because I adore this beautiful 
story and wish for more people to read it! If I have translated something incorrectly, I am 
very open to hearing it, but please be kind® I have made a few minor intentional changes, 
nothing that changes the story significantly. 


The original story is in two parts. This translation is complete but I have broken it up more 


to give me time to edit the chapters in between posting. 


e A translation of Lagrimas by Belu_Ruiz_ Snack 


Chapter 1 


Number 12 Grimmauld Place had once cut an imposing figure as the ancestral Black home, but 
those glory days were long gone. Sirius had not set foot within the residence since he’d renounced 
his family. He’d given up his name, Walburga had blasted him from the tapestry, and he’d struck 
out on his own, though with more help from his friends than he’d fully appreciated at the time. In 
the years that followed, his parents died, his brother disappeared, and Kreacher neglected the 
empty home until dust lingered on every surface and despair flooded every hall. His first thought 
upon reentering the home was that it had come to resemble the Shrieking Shack more than the 
grand house he’d grown up in. 


Escaping from certain soul-sucking on the back of a Hippogriff had been his first and greatest thrill 
in years. He knew James would agree with him that it was an epic move, and that it was 
quintessentially Sirius Orion Black. 


At first, he’d barely been able to remember James, but the longer he stayed away from the 
Dementors and their terrible powers, the more some good memories returned, slipping back into 
his brain in silent, colourless fragments. The disjointed images offered little comfort. 


“T don’t like this, Dumbledore,” Sirius said, but unfeelingly. There might be time later to find more 
irritation at his situation, but standing opposite the headmaster, he felt mostly resigned. 


Dumbledore linked his hands behind his back and peered closely at a dusty sofa. “Kreacher won’t 
win any housekeeping prizes, but perhaps with some cleaning spells and elbow grease-” 


“You know I don’t mean that!” Sirius snapped as his anger flared to life. “I mean this plan of 
yours! I’m not going to hide here.” 


Dumbledore turned from the sofa to fix him with a solemn gaze, reminiscent of all the times he’d 
looked at Sirius across his headmaster’s desk. “Sirius,” he tried, with exacting patience, like a 
parent trying to soothe a tantruming toddler. 


“Peter’s still out there,” Sirius continued, too awash in a decade’s worth of repressed vitriol to hold 
back. “I should go after him! I can catch him before he hurts Harry, or anyone else.” 


“There are others searching for Peter Pettigrew, and they are not fugitives wanted by the Ministry 
of Magic. Even the Muggle world is eager to capture you.” 


Sirius snarled as he began to pace around the room, like a feral dog trapped in a kennel. “He killed 
James and Lily! Surely you don’t expect me to lie about while he runs free!” 


Dumbledore caught his shoulder, stilling him within his furious tracks. “Be patient, Sirius. It’s only 
a matter of time.” 


“A matter of time?” Sirius turned scornful eyes onto the headmaster as he jerked back from the 
touch. “I waited twelve years in Azkaban, how much longer will it take?” 


Dumbledore regarded him thoughtfully, carefully, and Sirius glared in return. Not only was he 
expected to sit back and twiddle his thumbs while a vile fleck of a human ran free, but he had to do 
it while in the first prison he’d ever escaped. 


His head spun with thoughts born from an erratic mind, swinging like a pendulum from reactive to 
destructive. 


Dumbledore never trusted me. Sirius had been his student and then his soldier, and still the man 
had left him to rot in Azkaban. 


None of them trusted me. The surviving Order members, though few, had not spoken up for him. 
None had questioned his guilt - not even Remus. 


“T understand you don’t trust me,” came Dumbledore’s gentle response, breaking through Sirius’s 
resentful thoughts as if he could read them. “But this is for your safety. You will not be here 
another twelve years.” 


Sirius kept his mouth shut to trap the vitriol still struggling to escape, but he didn’t hold back a 
skeptical grimace. 


“There are other matters we must concern ourselves with besides Peter. Each year, it becomes 
more obvious that Voldemort will return.” Dumbledore spoke with the quiet, unyielding power of a 
mountain, and Sirius flinched at the name he had not heard in so long. 


He murmured, with growing fear, “Come back? But then - Harry, won’t he hurt Harry?” 


He’d never had time to come to terms with James’s murder, having been instantly thrust into an 
unjustified imprisonment. As he thought of the same thing happening to Harry, his unprocessed 
grief expressed itself in sudden panic, and in the trembling of his hands. 


“T won’t allow that to happen,” Dumbledore said firmly. “Nor will you, I am sure, which is why 
you must care for your own health and safety. You can’t protect Harry if you are back in Azkaban, 
or dead. You chose vengeance once before, and look what it cost you. Don’t make that mistake 
again.” 


Though protests bubbled up, he swallowed them all at the reproachful warning he saw shining 
from Dumbledore’s eyes. 


“Fine,” Sirius said, as frustration and exhaustion pulsed through him in equal measure. 


The next day, visitors arrived. 


Dumbledore, Remus, Molly and Arthur, his niece Tonks, and even Mad-Eye Moody showed up on 
his doorstep, looking repentant. They brought tears and hugs and words meant to assuage. Sirius 
brought anger and the memory of being condemned, but soon enough the genuine remorse and the 
warmth of company softened the hurt inside him. 


They all wove tales of being contacted by Dumbledore, convinced of his innocence, and agreeing 
to head over and help clean Grimmauld Place. 


“You deserve a nice place to recover,” Molly said, as her eyes roamed the filthy room in obvious 
distaste. 


“Ts that really why you’re all here?” he asked, looking pointedly at Mad-Eye, who seemed quite 
out of place among the other well-wishers. 


Dumbledore took a step forward. “For reasons I explained to you, the Order of the Phoenix is 
reforming. We do need a new headquarters, and I thought your home would be suitable, if you’ Il 
allow it.” 


“Sure,” Sirius said. If he was going to be trapped there, at least he’d have some visits and some 
insight, however sporadic. “That’s no problem.” 


A small bubble of tension popped - they’d expected him to refuse, he realized - and with that, they 
set about restoring the dilapidated home. 


It was hours later that they gathered in the sitting room and collapsed onto the old sofas there, worn 
out by the extensive cleaning. Every nook and cranny of the home seemed to have collected as 
much dirt as possible and all the furniture seemed intent on retaining its dust. It didn’t help matters 
that dark creatures, relics, and artifacts lurked in drawers and cupboards and behind doors. 


“ll wrangle up some tea,” Molly said, patting Sirius’s hand as she got up off the sofa and headed 
toward the kitchen. 


“They might as well rename this place the House of Boggarts,” Tonks said into the silent room of 
recovering wizards. 


“They like uninhabited spaces,” Remus said with a shrug. 


“Them, and a lot of other things,” Moody said darkly. His magical eye swiveled as he scoured the 
house, looking through ceilings and walls to find more creatures awaiting their attention. 


Molly returned, bearing a tray laden with a kettle, tea cups, and a pack of biscuits. “The biscuits are 
stale,” she told Sirius as she set the tray down onto the coffee table. “But I was lucky to find even 
that. They must have had a preservation spell to last this long. Pll go shopping for you, Sirius, and 
bring some things over.” 


Sirius accepted the cup she passed him and sipped the overly bitter tea without complaint. Slowly, 
friendly conversation broke out in the room as they all began to fill Sirius in on the events he’d 
missed over the years. Sirius asked questions, laughed, and teased. He was just beginning to truly 
relax and enjoy himself when Dumbledore cleared his throat. The sound brought instant silence to 
the room. 


“Now that we’ ve had time for refreshments, Sirius, there is another matter we must discuss.” 


“By a matter to discuss, you mean another order to give me,” Sirius said, bitter that the good mood 
had been ruined so quickly. Remus sent him a reprimanding look that took Sirius right back to their 
days at Hogwarts. 


“As I said before, your safety and health are vitally important. You are fresh out of a decade’s 
torturous imprisonment. Though I am impressed you’ ve retained such strong mental faculties, 
Azkaban leaves maladies, seen and unseen.” 


“I’m fine,” Sirius said defiantly. “Nothing a little vacation trapped at home can’t fix.” 


He didn’t miss the way the others shifted and avoided his gaze, save Mad-Eye who continued 
searching the house with his rotating eye as though there was no tense discussion happening at all. 


“Even so,” Dumbledore said, calmly but firmly, “you will need to be examined so that we can best 
determine the next steps in your recovery.” 


The laugh that escaped Sirius was bitter and harsh. “I’m the Ministry’s most wanted wizard, as you 
reminded me. I doubt the nurses at St. Mungo’s would be happy to see me.” 


“T have someone who can see you here,” Dumbledore said. 


“Madam Pomfrey?” Remus leaned forward as he crossed his hands on his knee. 


The headmaster shook his head. “No. While Poppy would undoubtedly be well-suited for this task, 
she is not an Order member. The fewer people who know of this safehouse, the better” 


Tonks, cross-legged on the carpet as her back rested against the sofa, asked, “Then who?” 


Dumbledore looked Sirius directly in the eye as he said, delicately, “We are very lucky to have a 
skilled Potions master who is also quite accomplished in Healing. I trust that Sirius will receive 
excellent care from Severus Snape.” 


For a moment, time seemed to stand still. Remus gripped his tea cup tightly while Molly and 
Arthur exchanged surprised glances, and then all three swung their gazes to rest on the seemingly- 
Petrified Sirius. 


Tonks and Moody, meanwhile, could not have looked more confused or less interested, 
respectively. Dumbledore seemed to be steeled for an outburst. 


Severus Snape: the man he’d detested as a boy; the greasy dungeon bat whose misery had always 
brought him pleasure; the Dark Arts obsessed git he’d known would one day kiss Voldemort’s 
feet. But even as hate swirled around him, the events of only two nights earlier broke through, 
dragging him back into the absurdity of it all. 


Pye got him, was Sirius’s triumphant refrain as he prowled around the Shrieking Shack. The 
Weasley boy, injured on the bed, was not meant to be involved, and Harry and his other friend 
were looking at him with palpable fear, which was also not part of the plan. Yet it did nothing to 
damper the thrill of his success and the forthcoming death that would right the wrongs from so 
many years ago. 


Then Remus arrived. For a moment, Sirius could see only his youthful friend buried beneath the 
scarred and weathered man, even as the students looked on in shock and betrayal. Soothing their 
fears and explaining it all away could wait. The first and most important task was to kill the rat. 


Remus was on his side, and they were nearly there when a powerful Expelliarmus ripped their 
wands away. He spun to face the interruption of his revenge, and found Snivellus lurking in the 
doorway, wand lifted. 


He looked as greasy and gloomy as ever, though taller as well. His hair still fell around his face in 
greasy curtains. His mouth cut into a snarl and lines of age framed his black eyes, which were 
wells overflowing with unabated hatred. 


The children’s relief at seeing him chafed Sirius. Even as Remus lifted his hands in surrender, 
furious words frothed up for the dirty snake. 


“Good old Snivellus,” Sirius spat. “Always sticking that oversized nose where it doesn’t belong.” 
He had pleasant visions of turning into Padfoot and ripping out Snape’s jugular, but he suspected 
that wouldn’t endear him to Harry. 


“And you remain irrational and moronic. Clearly the years with the Dementors did nothing to 
improve your temperament.” 


Sirius forgot that he was unarmed and starved and weak. He even forgot that Harry and his friends 
were watching, wide eyed, and that Peter was still wriggling in the Weasley’s grasp. As he lunged 


forward he thought only of the sneer on Snape’s face and his own desperate desire to wipe it away. 


The painful press of a wand tip into his neck drew him up short. Snape gripped his wand so tightly 
that it looked close to snapping. His breathing was harsh as he met Sirius’s gaze easily and 
communicated the unspoken threat: Move, and see what happens. 


“It’s not what you think,” Remus said quietly from where he stood with arms still raised. When 
Snape said nothing, he launched into an explanation, interspersed with the increasingly agitated 
additions of the children. 


Very quickly, the chatter became too much for Snape, and he roared, “SILENCE!” 


The inhabitants of the Shack instantly obeyed, the children out of habit and Remus from the shock 
of the scream. Sirius had not made a sound since Snape jabbed the wand into his throat. It was 
only in the resultant quiet that he finally pulled his arm away. Sirius rubbed his neck while Snape 
kept his wand up and his gaze wary. 


“Where is he?” Snape asked with chilling fury. 
Startled and confused, Sirius said nothing, reluctant to draw the wand’s attention once more. 


“What do you mean?” Harry demanded. “Why are we standing around? Sirius Black killed my 
parents!” 


He looked like a little James, trembling with Lily’s fury. Sirius moved to speak but Snape beat him 
to it. 


“Mr. Potter, remember you are speaking to your professor, and mind your tone.” His harsh words 
reminded Sirius of all their bitter arguments in the corridors of Hogwarts - ones he nearly always 
lost, because Snivellus had a knack for verbal lashings. “While Black is a great many despicable 
things, he did not kill your parents.” 


He spoke with calm confidence, even as his proclamation sent a shockwave through the shack. 
How much had Snape changed during the years Sirius had been in Azkaban? 


“Snivellus - Snape - you-” 


Snape silenced him with a hateful glare. “You’re still an asshole.” Ah. Not so different after all, 
then. “But a loyal one. Only an imbecile would believe you’d betray the Potters.” The grip on his 
wand relaxed enough to shift it against his palm. “The only reason you’d bother to flee your 
kennel under risk of pain and death would be to find the real traitor. So, if you can manage to 
string a sentence together now, tell me where we can find him.” 


There’d been a few minutes of hope that everything would work out...then Remus transformed 
under the moonlight and Peter fled in the pandemonium. 


In the Grimmauld Place sitting room, stunned from Dumbledore’s order that he would be under the 
care of Snape, Sirius remembered all this, particularly the firm way Snape insisted on his 
innocence, with no room for argument. 


Not one of his friends stood by him; all the while, his nemesis believed the truth of his innocence. 
He felt relief at having at least one person see clear through to the core of his true self, and 
discomfort with who that one person was. 


Now that person was going to diagnose his exact vulnerabilities and weaknesses. Sirius was 
surprised to note how little that bothered him. Hearing Snape state so clearly that he was loyal to 
the Potters had soothed something deep within him. 


He still hated him. He was Snivellus, after all. Now, though, he was also curious about what made 
Snape so insistent on Sirius’s innocence, and he wouldn’t let anyone think he was somehow 
intimidated by the thought of being under Snape’s care. 


“Right,” Sirius said into the extended silence. “That’s fine.” 


Somehow, his easy acquiescence only heightened the tension. Even Dumbledore seemed surprised, 
but moved to hide it with a gentle smile. 


“Excellent. I'll send Severus here as soon as possible.” 


Dumbledore’s satisfaction was evident, and because of it Sirius grew disgruntled once again. 
Azkaban had done nothing to lessen his contrarian nature. 


“Don’t forget,” the headmaster cautioned, “that you and Severus had shared many... 
misunderstandings over the years. My expectation is that you leave any animosity in the past, 
where it belongs. We work towards a common goal now, one too important to be waylaid by petty 
squabbles.” 


Sirius listened and soon enough realized the true meaning of Dumbledore’s words. The protection 
that had so often cloaked him and his friends in school was now draped around Snape. So when the 
speech finished, he swallowed any bitter words that might have erupted and nodded. 


Remus’s hand found his shoulder and gave it a bracing squeeze, a clear sign of approval for 
Sirius’s restraint. Beneath the approval, there was still some fear. Remus knew better than anyone 
how volatile Sirius could be when it came to Severus Snape. 


As Dumbledore finished speaking, Tonks and the Weasleys steered the conversation back towards 
more pleasant, superficial matters. 


The relaxed atmosphere soon returned. Sirius enjoyed the small talk until they left, and then, 
through halls dimmed by the evening’s dark, he went upstairs. 


Chapter 2 


Sirius spent the night pacing, unable to sleep. Though his body was quite safe in his childhood 
bedroom, his mind stayed trapped behind solid bars, surrounded by the screams of the other 
prisoners and the unhinged screeches of his cousin. It did nothing to help matters when 
Dumbledore’s patronus arrived shortly after dawn to announce Snape would arrive at noon. 


Remus had tried to stay and help broker peace, but an urgent errand from Dumbledore cropped up 
overnight, leaving Sirius alone to wait for his guest. 


Noon came, and ten more minutes after it. Sirius gave in to the rising irritation, clicking his tongue 
as he stared at the clock, annoyed ramblings swirling through his mind. 


I should’ve known. Once a coward, always a coward. He could barely face me at school, why 
would he now? He probably begged Dumbledore to take away the responsibility. That bloody 
buggering- 


Flames crackled to life in his fireplace. His ranting cut off instantly. Only a few seconds later, 
Snape stepped smoothly out of the roaring green fire. He did not look up as he methodically 
brushed ash off his robes, and this allowed Sirius to examine the man more closely in the light of 
the room. 


He noted again the increased height since school, though it was with smug satisfaction that Sirius 
compared them and found himself still taller. Snape’s robes seemed to be a stark shade of black 
selected specifically to underscore how pale his skin was. With how close they were, Sirius could 
see that his long hair was not as greasy as he’d remembered it, but rather mostly shiny and a bit 
limp. 


Sirius ended his sweeping gaze on Snape’s eyes. In the Shrieking Shack, they’d spewed hatred. 
Now they were calm, but deceptively so - a carefully manufactured smooth surface that disguised 
the treacherous beast slithering beneath it. 


“Black,” Snape barked. Off his tongue, the name sounded like an insult. 


Sirius noted then that Snape’s arms were crossed in annoyance and realized how obvious his 
analysis of the other man must have been. He refused to concede the upper hand this early on. 
“You're late, Snivellus.” 


Severus clenched his jaw as he struggled not to lose his temper at the childhood taunt. He forced 
himself to recall Dumbledore’s insistent demands: “You must do everything possible to help Sirius 
recover.” He was fairly certain that cursing Black unconscious was not what the headmaster had in 
mind. 


“Eager to see me?” was all Snape said, and turned away before Sirius could respond. His eyes 
swept over the room, and then back to Sirius. His evaluation of Sirius was much quicker, but Sirius 
still caught the speculative look. “Where’s your bathroom?” 


The question caught Sirius, who’d expected a scathing comment, off guard. “What?” 
Severus rolled his eyes in clear exasperation. “I don’t care to repeat myself, Black.” 


“...Upstairs,” he said, after a lengthy pause, during which he tried to figure out Snape’s motives. 


Snape nodded. “Come on, then.” He set off towards the entryway, and the large set of stairs 
sprawled within it. 


“Wait!” Sirius trailed a few steps behind. “Why would I go to the bathroom with you?” He didn’t 
bother to hide his genuine horror at the prospect. 


Without slowing his steps, Snape shot a patronizing look over his shoulder. “Calm down, mutt.” 
He paused in the landing at the top of the stairs and they eyed each other with mutual dislike. “I 
suppose it’s escaped your notice that you’ ve gone twelve years without a shower. Your nose must 
be immune to stench after so long but I have no such luck. If I am to be responsible for your care, I 
insist you smell as inoffensively as possible.” 


Sirius’s pale, sunken cheeks burned with embarrassment. It had to be true that he smelled bad, and 
having it stated so plainly shamed him. 


He’d spent months on the run as Padfoot before hunting down Pettigrew, and his first night in 
Grimmauld Place he’d simply tucked in next to Buckbeak, preferring the hippogriff’s company to 
the solitude of cold sheets. 


His misery only grew when he realized that none of his visitors from the day before had bothered 
to encourage him to shower. They’d held their tongue, probably to avoid embarrassing him, but 
nothing they could have said would have reached anywhere near the depths of the humiliation 
Snape could heap onto him. 


It was worse to be in such a state before the man he’d spent so many years mocking for his greasy 
hair, his gangly frame, his unkempt appearance, and his ragged clothes. Sirius contemplated the 
wall closest to him and wondered if bashing his head open against it would be too easy of an 
escape from this cosmic justice. 


Yet Snape stayed silent, and after a few moments when it became apparent Sirius would not rise to 
the bait, they continued on. Snape opened the door without hesitation, and Sirius said a quick silent 
thanks to Molly for her efforts in cleaning the bathroom. It was his luck that her years of 
childrearing allowed her to perfect her cleaning spells. 


White and grey ceramic lined the walls, while the floor was tiled in black. The freshly cleaned 
toilet, sink, shower, and freestanding tub gleamed even in the dim light. 


Sirius dared a glance at Snape and found him staring around the room impassively. 


“Thanks for escorting me through my own house, Snivellus, but I don’t need a chaperone to 
shower.” He crossed his arms and jutted out his chin, trying to cow Snape into leaving, but he 
received only that blank look for his efforts. “You can leave now,” Sirius added and reached out an 
arm to try and shove Snape out. In one fluid movement, Snape slipped away from him and toward 
the tub. 


When he pulled out his wand, Sirius steeled himself for a hex. Instead of attacking, Snape pointed 
his wand at the tub. “Aguamenti.” The water flowed from the tip into the basin, slowly filling it 
until it was nearly too full for Sirius to climb in without splashing some water out. With an intricate 
flick, Snape heated the water, and steam began to rise gently off it. 


Sirius watched all this, still humiliated by his own filth and now also by the proficiency of his 
once-nemesis, now-caretaker. His own magical skills lay dormant after so many years of disuse. 
He envied the easy, practiced casting that Snape displayed. 


Snape moved over toward the toilet and withdrew from his robes a small black box. Snape did not 
have to draw his wand or utter a word; just from his touch, the box expanded. When it finished 
growing to its considerable size, Snape placed the box on the lid and began to rifle through it. 


By the time he withdrew his hands, he’d removed a jar of white salt and an identical jar but in 
green, a bottle with minty-looking liquid, and several pruned branches, heavy with leaves and 
flowers. 


Sirius watched all this with growing disconcertment. He edged his hand toward the pocket 
containing the wand Dumbledore had given him the day before. 


If Snape noticed Sirius’s misgivings, he didn’t react to them. He only moved with a steady, 
practiced air as he added the minty liquid drop by drop. When the bottle was empty, he switched to 
the coloured salts. One hand shook the jars over the water while the other moved his wand above 
the tub as though stirring a potion. 


“Are you turning my tub into a giant cauldron and using me as a potion ingredient?” 


Snape stilled and turned to settle his dark eyes onto Sirius. A cruel smile distorted his features, 
which did nothing to soothe Sirius’s discomfort. “That would be a waste of time. No potion would 
work well with a flea-bitten mongrel tainting it.” 


“You...fucking greasy child,” Sirius spat back and groped for his wand, though he could hardly 
pull it out with Dumbledore’s warnings running through his mind. 


“Base insults, how quaint. I suppose I can’t expect more from such a small mind.” 


Sirius did not answer; internally, he berated himself for losing control. Snape accepted the silence 
with a smirk and turned back to the tub. He dropped a few branches into the still-steaming 
concoction. The hanging flowers bloomed the moment they touched the water. 


A soothing, sweet fragrance filled the room, and some of the tension slipped out of Sirius, replaced 
by confusion. The bathroom smelled suddenly like a forest, alive in mid-Spring. There were hints 
of pine, mint, and wildflowers. Sirius instinctually inhaled deeply, and the scented warmth traced 
through him pleasantly before curling in his lungs. 


“What is this, then?” Sirius asked, softer in contrition for his earlier venom. 


Snape pursed his lips, probably against a sarcastic comment that wanted to fly out, but when he 
spoke his voice was carefully flat. “It will aid your recovery.” He dipped a finger into the floral 
depths to check the temperature and then withdrew, drying it on his robe. “Your body is weakened, 
and no, don’t argue with me about that. You received no sunlight for twelve years. Your cell had 
dangerously high humidity due to the surrounding sea. Your lungs went without fresh air. The 
flowers and herbs will alleviate any inflammation. The salts and the potion will clean and heal any 
wound, no matter how old, deep, or poorly healed.” 


Sirius was surprised to receive such a thorough, genuine reply. He began to understand how 
seriously Snape was taking his duty. For Snivellus to be so uncharacteristically attentive, 
Dumbledore must have stressed the importance of their cooperation. 


Even with the fraught situation they’d been forced into, Sirius could barely contain himself from 
sinking into the inviting waters. He stepped closer into the gentle caress of the steam and, in his 
eagerness, reached for the hem of his shirt to pull it over his head. 


He’d barely managed to tug it up over his abdomen when something struck him in the back of his 


head. He dropped his shirt to rub his scalp and turned to find Snape, holding a branch and glaring. 
“Why did you hit me with that?” Sirtus demanded. 


“First you complain about my presence, then you endeavor to strip yourself before me. Damn 
exhibitionist!” Snape spoke with entirely unwarranted venom, and above his pale cheeks the tips of 
his ears had been shaded lightly in an angry red. 


“You should leave if you don’t want to see me naked, Snivellus,” Sirius said. The cool retort 
masked his own unease at having forgotten that Snape was in the room. 


Snape’s lip curled. “Gladly. I’d rather gouge my eyes out and feed them to acromantulas than see 
you in such a state.” 


Sirius glared, and was too busy wondering why Snape’s disgust hit his ego so hard to think of a 
response. 


“And surely you weren’t going to sink straight into the bath with all that filth on you. Shower first. 
You have twelve years’ worth of dirt to scrub off.” 


With a dramatic turn, Snape went back to the box and took out a bar of soap along with three 
bottles, placing each item along the tub’s edge as he spoke. “This concentrated soap will remove 
any dirt. This-” he pointed to a bottle filled with a yellow liquid flecked with blue specks -“will 
cleanse your hair of anything, even fleas.” He set the final bottle down. “These are shampoo and 
soap, even you should understand what they do.” 


Snape shrunk and pocketed the box. Sirius watched him and could not deny he was a bit impressed 
with how fastidious Snape had been. He’d thought of everything. “Hey, Sniv-” 


Snape crossed the small bathroom to the door and spoke over Sirius’s stammered attempts to 
express gratitude. “Listen closely, Black, so that even your minuscule brain will understand. Do not 
enter that tub until you are clean.” Without waiting for an answer, he yanked open the door, 
stepped into the hall, and slammed it shut behind him. 


In the newfound solitude, Sirius inspected everything left for him. He sniffed the bar of soap; it 
carried hints of lemon. Nothing to indicate it would burn his skin off upon use. He repeated his 
suspicious process with the other soaps but by the end his only conclusion was that Snape had 
provided him with wonderfully scented, handmade cleansers. 


Odd. 


Snivellus was as aggravating as ever, so it was difficult for Sirius to admit, even to himself, that he 
couldn’t classify the man as selfish or irresponsible. He’d put care into the bath, above and beyond 
what needed to be done if his only motivation was to appease Dumbledore. He could’ ve simply 
scoured Sirius with healing charms and left him alone in his empty, miserable house. Instead he’d 
drawn up a comforting bath. 


Yet the hints of an act of kindness did not erase the years of animosity. Maybe Snape was being 
kind, but Sirius still felt an urge to call him back into the room and lob the bar of soap at his ugly 
hooked nose. 


Sirius eyed the tub and debated sinking into it, heedless of Snape’s demands. Fuck Snivellus. 
Who’s he to boss me around? But even before he finished the petulant thoughts, a new, quiet voice 
of reason advised him to simply go along with everything for the sake of peace. 


He sighed as he admitted his own defeat and stripped off his clothes. Undressed, he turned the 


handle in the shower and waited for the warm water to surge through the old pipes. His eyes drifted 
around the room and settled, unintentionally, on his own distressing reflection. 


The last time he’d looked at himself in the mirror, he’d been youthful, free of wrinkles, muscular, 
sporting the healthy tan of a Quidditch player and sparkling eyes of a spirited rebel. His hair had 
been almost long but well-groomed; it had curled softly into the nape of his neck. 


In the mirror in Grimmauld Place, he saw a man as poorly kept as the house itself. His eyes were 
ringed in dark circles, his hair hung in greasy hunks down to his hips, his bones strained beneath 
grey and sickly skin, and most of his face was obscured by a long beard that could rival 
Dumbledore’s. 


The weathered man in the mirror looked at him with defeated eyes, so Sirius looked away as 
nausea rolled through him. No wonder Snape had been so opposed to seeing Sirius disrobe. 


No! 


Sirius snatched a towel off its hook and draped it over the mirror, covering the pathetic reflection 
and the disturbing thoughts it had brought. Why should he be disappointed if a greasy bat wasn’t 
attracted to him? He leapt into the shower and stood beneath the warm spray, trying to relax into 
the soothing water even as his mind struggled with the thoughts running through them. 


Snivellus had seen him vulnerable, that was it. It was some kind of trauma bonding. When he was 
clean and fed and rested, his mind would heal itself, surely. 


He continued deluding himself until he felt calmed. Then he picked up the bar of soap and began 
scrubbing away at his grimy skin. As the water at his feet blackened, the smell of lemon drifted 
through the stall. It reminded him of lemon meringue pies he’d eaten at Hogwarts. They’d always 
been his favourite. 


The first bottle almost smelled citrusy too, but the note was a bit sweeter. Blackberry, perhaps, or 
pomegranate? Whatever it was, he liked it as much as the bar. 


With considerable time and effort, Sirius worked the coconut shampoo through his hair, unraveling 
knots with his fingers as he went. 


His thoughts wandered again to how it must have taken Snape considerable time to craft 
everything. Though he admitted it grudgingly, Snape had always been talented in potions. Creating 
soaps and lotions had to be a similar process. He idly considered asking Snivellus why he didn’t 
use his skills to dry up his greasy hair, but that would be admitting to his talents, and that would be 
far closer to a compliment than Sirius cared to go. 


Eventually, he was clean. He turned off the shower and went to the tub, climbing slowly into it. 
The water was still perfectly heated and Sirius let out a small moan of contentment as he sank into 
its depths. Soon, his various scratches and scrapes began to burn, but that quickly settled into a 
crawling itch, and finally all of the sensation wiped away, leaving in its place only a gentle tingle. 
He lifted a hand out of the water and flipped it over, marveling at how the wounds had healed. 


He took a deep breath, and it came easier than any inhale had in a long while. Sirius rested his arms 
on the sides of the tub and tilted his head back. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d felt so 
comfortable and at peace. 


Sirius lost track of time in the relaxing bath, nearly nodding off against his chest before he stirred 


and hauled himself out of it. A quick tempus revealed he’d spent over two hours in the tub, and he 
was surprised that Snape had allowed him so much leisure time. 


Shrugging off the confusion, he dried himself. As he rubbed the soft towel over his body, he eyed 
his discarded Azkaban robes. They were a disgusting heap on the floor and his lip curled at the 
thought of dragging them back over his clean skin, but he hardly relished the idea of walking out 
naked after the barbs Snivellus had thrown his way. 


He resigned himself to covering up with the towel when a box on the sink caught his eye. It was 
not the one Snape carried out with him. 


He was wary as he approached it but that gave way to wonder when he opened it and found a black 
shirt, blue jeans, shoes, socks, and even pants. Had Snape thought of everything? 


Sirius lifted the shirt out of the box; it was soft, light, and adorned with a small lion on the sleeve. 
For a moment, he thought that had to be a subtle jibe, but then brushed aside any concern over it. 
He was happy simply to change into something clean and comfortable, even if it was Muggle 
clothes. 


That was it. No matter how humiliating it would be, he had to thank Snape for all the care he’d 
shown. After that, he’d have to work on getting more clothes, since he’d take a page out of his 
mother’s book and burn Orion’s clothes before he’d ever wear them. 


The thought stopped him, hand on the doorknob. After a moment’s consideration, he turned, 
withdrew his wand, and pointed it at the clothes on the ground. “Jncendio.” Flames roared from the 
top of his wand and consumed the prisoner garb until only ashes remained. 


Sirius felt lighter as he finally stepped into the hall. It felt as though he’d freed himself from yet 
another shackle. 


When Sirius heard voices drifting from the sitting room, he paused on the stairs to listen. It was 
Snape, who he identified immediately, and Molly, who he was a little slower to place, though she 
did the majority of the talking. Snape mostly hummed and nodded. 


It reminded Sirius of the times at school that he’d seen Snape listen to Lily Evans the same way - 
like he was truly interested. James would complain bitterly, and standing in the stairwell Sirius felt 
his own tinge of annoyance. 


Does he have a thing for redheads? 


Molly laughed, a sound out of place in the bleak house. The tilt of her head was enough that she 
caught sight of Sirius, and he hurried forward to not give away that he’d been lurking about. 


“Sirius!” Her voice was warm with enthusiasm. “You look...” She trailed off, seeming to struggle 
to find the right word. 


“Clean,” finished Snape, a flatness to his black eyes. 


Sirius coloured under the scrutiny and snapped, “Be careful not to choke on all the insults you’re 
swallowing.” 


Snape stepped forward and raised his wand. Sirius tensed, out of habit more than real concern. 
Snape only murmured a few diagnostic spells. In less than a minute, he stowed his wand away and 


turned to Molly. 

“Being a mother of seven must be difficult,” he said. 

“You can’t imagine,” Molly sighed, but with a twinkle in her eye. 

“T can’t, but I’d guess you’ ve picked up many skills over the years. Haircutting, perhaps?” 
“Of course. I wasn’t about to pay a sickle a cut.” 


“Wonderful,” Snape said, but so coldly that Molly’s smile dimmed. “If you can cut a child’s hair, 
you should easily be able to groom a dog.” 


Molly’s smile left completely, giving way to furrowed brows, but Sirius flared up at the insult. 
“You’re an asshole,” he growled, easily forgetting the gratitude he’d felt in the bathroom. 


Molly caught on quickly at that. She beamed as she picked up her handbag and said, “Thank 
Merlin! That long hair really doesn’t suit you, Sirius.” She nudged him out of the kitchen; he let 
her. He didn’t care to be ordered around, but a haircut did sound nice. 


Alone in the kitchen, Severus brought a weary hand to his forehead. It had only been a few hours 
and already he was tired of Black’s presence. It wounded his pride to spend his time and personal 
stock nursing his childhood tormentor back to full health, but he’d learned long ago to not waste 
energy debating Dumbledore’s orders. 


If he must act as Black’s healer, then he would do it to his fullest capability. The faster the mangy 
fool recovered, the sooner Severus could escape him, and hopefully without catching any fleas. 


Chapter 3 


Sirius led Molly back to the bathroom, where she Transfigured the clothing box into a stool. Sirius 
perched on it before the mirror and met his own gaze deftly, determined not to show how badly he 
wanted to look away from the worn down man before him. Who would have thought that the vain 
Sirius Black would ever shy away from his reflection? 


Molly stood behind him, a pair of small scissors in one hand and a comb in her left. “I can use my 
wand in a pinch,” she told Sirius as she examined the back of his head, “but I find the Muggle way 
more entertaining.” She ran a light touch over the hair that rested against the back of his neck. 
“You had it about here before, didn’t you?” 


At his nod, she set to work. Sirius closed his eyes, a reprieve from his own gaunt figure. He 
listened to the snip of the scissors and in the darkness behind his eyelids, he tried to pull up some 
good memories of the before Molly had mentioned. 


Most of them had been stolen by the Dementors, but a few fragmented through his mind: 
wandering the corridors with James under the invisibility cloak, planning pranks in empty 
classrooms, loping through the Forbidden Forest as Padfoot, swooping across the Quidditch pitch, 
locking himself in broom closets and bathroom stalls... 


Those last memories lead him down a trail of lust. He shifted in his seat, drawing a tsk from Molly 
and a warning to stay still. Yet his mind returned to soft curves, toned arms, sighs and moans and 


gasps. 


The encounters unfolded slowly at first but quickened with each he remembered, until they were a 
spinning kaleidoscope of heated contact. He’d enjoyed himself at the time, and he enjoyed looking 
back at it all, too. 


Sirius hurried through the busy corridors, dodging bodies and darting around corners. He was 
nearly late to meeting the fit Ravenclaw girl who’d looked at him through lowered lashes as she 
suggested they, “study Charms,” together. 


He turned into a noticeably thinner crowd, and caught sight of a boy smaller than he, slightly 
hunched as he clutched his books to his chest and skulked through the hall. Sirius grinned in 
recognition and, after a brief debate with himself, decided he did have a few extra minutes after 
all. 


He drew his wand as he closed in on the other boy, calling, “Hey, Snivellus!” 


Sirius shoved the memory away with a sharp inhale. Molly’s hands stilled on his hair. 
“Sirius? Is everything alright?” 


Sirius cleared his suddenly dry throat and tried to smile reassuringly. He saw in his own reflection 
that it came out more as a grimace. “Yeah...yeah. I’m...fine. Suppose I got lost in my memories.” 


Molly hesitated, looking like she wanted to push the subject, but then continued snipping at the 
strand of hair between her fingers. “If you say so.” There were a few moments of silence before she 


asked, “How was your first day with Severus?” 


He managed to hold back a flinch at the name. “He’s the same smug, greasy bastard he’s always 
been.” But the words felt hollow. Deep inside, he was starting to believe there was a lot more to 
Snape. 


“Sirius, Dumbledore said-” 


“To get along, I know. But it’s impossible. You couldn’t spend an hour with him without wanting 
to curse him.” 


“Perhaps not an hour, but I have spent time with him. He’s taught all my children, after all, and 
especially when two of them are Fred and George...” She trailed off with a shake of her head. 


“So you two get along?” 


“He doesn’t insult me or storm out of the room if I enter,” she said lightly. “And if you’re trying to 
make peace, I have learned a thing or two about him.” 


Sirius gestured for her to continue, even as he doubted the two of them could ever do such a thing. 


“Severus is a private person. He values being alone, and he makes sure he is by being so nasty to 
those around him. But he can also be very devoted, and he will help any righteous cause, even if it 
means doing things he would prefer not to. Though he’s really uncomfortable being appreciated for 
anything he’s done.” Molly paused, running a comb through the snipped hair that he couldn’t yet 
see. “You won’t believe me, but he can even be kind, though he’ II cover it up by acting in a way 
that makes you think he’s insulting you.” 


“You're right,” Sirius said. “I don’t believe you. If Snape is kind, then Remus is allergic to 
chocolate!” 


He laughed a little at his own joke; Molly swatted his shoulder reprovingly and then continued 
working in the newfound silence. 


Sirius was thinking of other creative insults for Snivellus when a memory, displaced during his 
time in Azkaban, surged forward. 


It was evening in Godric’s Hollow, and Sirius arrived at the Potters’ cottage with the intention of 
bringing some cheer to his friend, who was downtrodden after months of seclusion due to the 
threat of Voldemort. 


He entered the house with the charm he’d been taught, an extra precaution beneath the Fidelius, 
and was unnerved by the total silence that greeted him. 


He walked through the house until he reached the library. It was there that he found Lily cross- 
legged on the rug, wearing a loose blue top and a hasty ponytail. She looked, as always, strikingly 
beautiful. There was a pile of photo albums at her side and one open in her lap. She held a photo in 
her hands and looked at it with a melancholic smile. 


“Lily?” he called and, startled, her head snapped up. She relaxed as soon as she realized who was 
in the doorway. 


“Sirius,” she said warmly. “I wasn’t expecting you.” 


Sirius settled on the floor opposite her. Only up close could he see that her eyes were suspiciously 
bright and wet, threatening tears. Lily tried for a smile but it twisted into a grimace with her 
obvious unhappiness. 


She turned the photo slightly so he could see. It was an unmoving, Muggle image of two young 
children standing in the grass. Lily was easily recognizable from the red hair that flowed out from 
the upturned bucket she wore as a hat. Behind her stood a boy. He was poorly dressed but smiling 
widely beneath the weight of the piece of lumber the two children carried over their shoulders. 
Looking at their simple happiness, Sirius had a hard time believing that boy had turned into the 
obnoxious Snape they’d gone to school with. 


“My dad took this,” Lily said without lifting her gaze from the photo. “We were reading 
Adventures of Tom Sawyer in school and we decided to build our own raft.” She laughed at the 
memory, a sweet sound even with the sadness accompanying it. “I was so excited. We worked all 
afternoon before we remembered the very important fact that we didn’t live near any water. I was 
so upset, but Severus assured me we’d still have our own adventures. Then we went to the Amazon 
jungle to study the animals, to Egypt to ransack the pyramids, and wrapped it all up with a trip to 
the icy Nordic lands to fight the Vikings.” Her laugh now was heavier than before and so 
infectious that Sirius found himself smiling. “Children have incredible imaginations, don’t they?” 


A tear finally escaped her brimming eyes. She did nothing to slow its path down her cheek. It slid 
down her jaw and onto the photo album in her lap. 


“Don’t cry for him,” Sirius said sharply. “He insulted you. He said - he called you -” Sirius 
stumbled into silence. He couldn’t bring himself to say the slur he’d heard so often growing up. 


Lily flushed, a suffusive red that evidenced her anger. “I know. I haven’t forgotten.” 
“OO. 


Lily tucked the photo back into the photo album, drawing steady breaths to calm herself. She was 
more poised when she spoke again. “The horrible thing he said doesn’t erase our past. We were 
best friends most of our lives, and knowing him so well is part of what makes me struggle so much 
with what happened. I knew he was an impulsive person-” 


She cut herself off at the bewildered expression he couldn’t hold back. He, Sirius, had been called 
that same thing many times, and even James had a time or two. But Snivellus, impulsive? The boy 
who skittered around Hogwarts with cold eyes and a set jaw? The Slytherin who seemed to be a 
serpent always coiled in preparation of his next attack? 


“T think we have different definitions of impulsive.” 


Lily shook her head. “You and my husband have an impulse, and you follow it instantly. That’s one 
type. Severus stews in his thoughts and emotions until that one wrong ingredient is added, and 
then he explodes. When he’s in that state, he does things he shouldn’t, and says things he doesn’t 
mean.” 


Sirius scoffed. “That’s not an excuse. He’ll always be a purist bastard to me.” 


For a moment, Lily seemed like she might argue. In the end, she only sent him another sad smile as 
she gathered up the photo albums and stood. “I wish you all had started off on a better foot. Maybe 
if you knew him the way I do, you’d understand how kind and caring he actually is, when he’s not 


spouting off.” 


Sirius climbed to his feet after her, prepared to argue. The muffled thuds of someone walking down 
the stairs derailed him before he could even begin. 


“James,” Lily said, instantly smiling brighter than she had since Sirius arrived. “Oh, quick! Hide, 
so you can jump out and scare him.” 


Sirius swallowed all his retorts about Snape, and ducked behind the nearest armchair. 


“All finished!” 


Sirius jolted out of the memory of the long ago night. It felt more than a memory; it was like he’d 
taken a Portkey back in time and then been unceremoniously dumped in the present where Molly 
Weasley was cutting his hair. 


He refocused his gaze on the mirror, and what he saw shocked and amazed him. His wild mane had 
been tamed into soft curls that brushed his shoulders. It was nearly the same style he’d sported at 
Hogwarts. 


Bittersweet nostalgia flooded him and prickled his eyes. With the haircut, he could see the ghost of 
the young man he’d been, an idealist fighting against the narrow-minded hatred of his family. He’d 
never worried about growing older, and if he had he certainly would not have pictured anything 
close to the weathered man staring back at him. 


He looked down at the pile of hair on the floor and felt as he had when looking upon the burnt 
remnants of his robes. He’d peeled away another layer of the convict that covered his true self. 


He asked Molly for the scissors and she passed them over, though hesitantly. He reassured her with 
a smile as he grabbed his beard and hacked away through the coarse hair. It, too, fell to the floor - 
another load lightened. 


“T only know how to shave with a wand,” Sirius said apologetically as he passed the scissors back. 
Molly smiled, patted his arm comfortingly, and stepped out of the room. 


Sirius met the grey eyes of his reflection with calm, even determination. He was fully alive for the 
first time in over a decade. He had a second chance at life, and he would take full advantage of that. 
He’d be there for Harry, he’d clear his own name, but to do those things he first needed to care for 
himself, and that meant putting up with Snape. 


Resolved, Sirius began to shave. He moved the tip of his wand across his jaw, leaving a light 
stubble that he thought looked more flattering than bare skin. 


Once finished, he looked over his reflection. He was satisfied with what he saw and so he left the 
bathroom with newfound confidence. 


Molly was waiting for Sirius in the hall and so they went downstairs together. They found Snape 
reclined on a sofa in the sitting room, a book propped open on his crossed legs. He lifted his eyes 
briefly when they entered the room but quickly returned to the pages. 


Sirius bristled at how dismissive Snape was being. Molly squeezed his shoulder bracingly and shot 
him a pointed look that said, Remember what I told you about him. 


“Well, my work here is done,” she announced into the stifling silence. “I’ve got to get back, always 
a million things to do at the Burrow.” 


Snape deigned to look up from the book once more to give Molly a curt nod of farewell. Sirius 
watched her adjusting her handbag with apprehension. He felt the urge to ask her to stay and keep 
him company, but he couldn’t bring himself to be that pathetic and cowardly. So he only smiled 
tightly and said, “Until next time, Molly.” 


She must have known his thoughts. She promised to visit again soon before Disapparating with a 
crack, leaving the two dark-haired men in a silence that only grew more oppressive by the second. 


“Sniv - Snape,” Sirius began, catching himself and earning an arched eyebrow from Snape in 
response. “I, erm, want to thank you for the bath and the new clothes.” 


He’d expected some sort of softening in the face of his apology, but Snape only looked like he’d 
bitten a rotten dragon egg. “Save your thanks. The clothes are not from me.” 


Sirius couldn’t hide his surprise. “No? Then-” 


“Potter.” Snape enunciated the name with all the venom Sirius was used to hearing in his own 
name, but for Harry it made his eyes narrow in godfatherly defensiveness. “He bought them and 
asked Dumbledore to pass them along.” 


“And Dumbledore stuck you with the job.” 


“Ten points to Gryffindor,” Snape said with bitter mockery. Without warning, he tucked the book 
under his arm and rose off the sofa. Sirius followed him to the dining room where Snape took a 
chair and so Sirius took one opposite him. 


“T wouldn’t have expected lion clothes from you,” he said, and was horrified when he realized how 
soft his tone was. They were certainly not close enough for teasing. 


Severus ignored this, though he privately thought Black shouldn’t expect it from Potter, either. 
Granger probably did all the legwork. 


With no response, Sirius drummed his fingers on the table and asked, haltingly, “So...how’s life 
been treating you?” 


Snape responded with a sneer. “Save the small talk. I’m not here to be your damn confidant.” 


Sirius took a deep breath to steady himself as he reached inwardly to collect any scraps of patience 
he could find. “I’m only trying to be friendly, Snivellus.” He closed his eyes so he wouldn’t have 
to see the undoubtedly aggravating expression that sent his heart racing. 


“Oh, yes, your friendliness is infamous. You are a shining example of Pureblood manners.” The 
sarcasm dripped heavily from each word. 


“Do you have to be so difficult? I’m trying to smooth things over between us.” The words were 
difficult to force out; the conversation was devolving into something like the arguments they used 
to have in school. 


Severus glared. His black eyes were two bottomless pits, dark expanses of threatened violence for 
anyone foolish enough to fall within. “All you’ve ever done is treat me poorly. Forgive my 
skepticism in the face of this sudden civility.” 


“You’re bloody spiteful, do you know that?” 


Any pretense at a truce fell away. They regarded each other with the intensity befitting two men 
ready to whip out their wands and throw hexes. Minutes stretched like this. Grey and black eyes 
met in a furious gaze, two sets of storm clouds waiting for the first strike of lightning. 


Abruptly, Snape clicked his tongue, and the noise popped the tension in the room. With a hand 
Sirius hadn’t realised was gripping a wand, he flicked his wrist and levitated a vial of thick blue 
liquid from the china cabinet, which was stocked full of potions and salves rather than luxury 
dishware. 


The potion thunked down before Sirius. “Drink,” Snape ordered, in the same authoritative tone 
he’d used in the Shrieking Shack, the one that had to be his professor’s voice. 


Sirius eyed the vial apprehensively. After such an unpleasant exchange, he was wary of anything 
Snape offered him. Then again, maybe it would be poisoned. Delirium would spare him a few 
hours of Snape’s company. 


“Scared, Black?” Snape asked with a smug smile that dug at Sirius’s nerves. 


Sirius growled at him as ferally as if he was in his Animagus form and, without any more 
hesitation, picked up the vial, pulled out the stopper, and downed the contents with a few strong 
chugs. When it was empty, he thrust the vial back at Snape, holding it inches away from those 
furious eyes. 


“Not even a little, Snape.” 


Snape’s response was a condescending smirk and another wave of his wand. A bowl of vegetable 
soup, a plate of rice, and a platter bearing roasted chicken breast levitated from the kitchen to the 
table. 


Sirius watched as the plates arranged themselves before him alongside silverware and a glass of 
water. The soup smelled heavenly, the rice looked fluffy like a cloud, and the perfect crisp edges of 
the chicken made his mouth salivate in anticipation. 


“Eat,” Snape commanded before pulling the book out from under his arm to resume reading. 


Sirius stared at Snape with a mix of confusion and amazement. One moment they were arguing so 
furiously that they were ready to curse each other, and the next Snape served him mouthwatering 
meals that were better than anything he’d eaten since he was a student at Hogwarts. Snape’s words 
and actions were so at odds with each other. Sirius was unpredictable, but he was seeing now that 
Snape could be too. 


Sirius didn’t know how to respond, what he should say or do. He couldn’t understand it. He looked 
from the food to the man who’d cooked it and then back again. He looked one more time, and this 
final movement sent the gentle voices of two witches bouncing in his head. 


“He can even be kind, though he’ Il cover it up by acting in a way that makes you think he’s 
insulting you.” 


“-you’d understand how kind and caring he actually is-” 


Sirius didn’t know if he’d go so far as to call Snape kind, but he was certainly learning there was 
more to the man than he’d previously thought. 


Letting go of the introspection, Sirius spooned soup to his lips. It tasted as delicious as it smelled. 
The complex flavor and the comforting warmth drove home how far away he truly was from 
sleeping on the dirt in a cell, guarded by Dementors. 


It was not long til midnight when the fireplace ignited once more in vivid green flame. Sirius leapt 
off the sofa to greet Remus and Tonks. He’d been alone for hours after finishing his meal in 
silence. Snape had left immediately after, though not before informing Sirius that if he was asleep 
in the morning upon his arrival, Snape would wake him up with an aguamenti to the face. 


Threatened in his own home! Snape presumed too much about the power he held in Grimmauld 
Place...and yet Sirius had bit his tongue and nodded, unwilling to spark another heated repartee. 


“Moony!” Sirius exclaimed, wrapping his arms around his friend. 
“Where’s my hug?” Tonks asked with a dramatic toss of her purple hair and a phony pout. 


“There’s enough for everyone,” Sirius said with a laugh. Tonks laughed in return, and Sirius noted 
how different it was from her mother’s. Andromeda’s laugh was soft and sparkly, the gentle clink 
of a fork against a champagne glass. Tonks laughed loud and unapologetically with a hint of a snort 
every inhale. It was ridiculous, and contagious. 


“You look much better,” Tonks said as they drew apart. 


“About time you washed up, Padfoot,” Remus teased, but his smile vanished when Sirius’s face 
dropped into a sulky frown. 


“Why didn’t any of you tell me to shower?” he asked as they settled down onto armchairs. “Did 
you want me to have fleas?” 


“We thought you’d realize on your own,” Remus said. 
Sirius snorted. “Well, I didn’t, not until Snivellus mocked how badly I smelled.” 


Remus blushed lightly as he spoke with earnest concern and regret. “Sorry, Pads. I really didn’t 
think that-” 


“T’m not made of fucking porcelain. Be straight with me.” 


Honesty was one James’s best qualities, and something that he still desperately needed. They 
clashed like any strong personalities would, but they never handled each other with kid gloves. It 
was so much easier to make up after fights when they knew the apologies were as genuine as the 
harsh words. 


Remus was the voice of reason and to whom they went whenever they had problems. It made him 
a great friend in many ways, but it also made him careful to avoid conflict, and the way he tiptoed 
around topics often frustrated Sirius. 


And Peter...he had been the sidekick, the hanger on, the filler. 
“Tl work on it.” 


Sirius hated the guilty expression on his friend’s face, but he knew it was for the best to establish 
things now. Their friendship couldn’t be the way it was in school, or even the years after it. They 


had both changed a lot in the decade apart. But they would figure it out. They’d survived Sirius’s 
braindead Whomping Willow prank. They could make it through anything. 


Tonks shifted her gaze between the two of them so he forced a smile, though he suspected it was 
more of a grimace. 


“How was your first day with Professor Snape?” she asked and his grey eyes snapped fully to her. 
He’d forgotten she’d been Snape’s student. 


“Professor Snape,” Sirius repeated. “That’s right. What was it like having Sni- er, Snape as a 
teacher?” He really needed to get better at avoiding the schoolyard nickname. Using it could only 
stoke the animosity between them. 


Tonks considered the ceiling as she formed her answer. “Well...I often got in trouble in his class,” 
she admitted, which made Sirius beam with pride. “But I can’t deny he’s damn near a genius, and 
he has a cruel and sarcastic sense of humor. But he can be kind too, in a sneaky way.” 


“Et tu, Tonks?” Sirius cried dramatically, miming taking a knife to the chest. “How could he 
possibly be kind?” 


“Well, to be an Auror you need an O in your Potions NEWT. Professor Snape set me extra 
assignments in my weak areas, and whenever I dropped a vial - which, for me, was nearly every 
day - he would always accept another sample.” Tonks chuckled at the memories. “I’m sure some 
days he wanted to throw me out of his class, but he never did.” 


“Maybe he only knows how to be nice to women,” Sirius speculated, drawing sharp looks from 
both wizards. 


“Was today that bad?” Remus asked cautiously. 


Sirius frowned thoughtfully, as if regarding an ancient rune with a long lost meaning. “First, he told 
me how much I smelled. Next, he drew me a scented medicinal bath and gave me new clothes 

from Harry. Then, he asked Molly to cut my hair. Finally, he served me a delicious meal, but only 
after we insulted each other. Oh, and he threatened me a little bit before leaving. You know, for 

old time’s sake.” 


Remus reacted with the expected confusion but Tonks had a minimal reaction. She was used to 
Snape as a cantankerous but efficient man, so her uncle’s description simply seemed par for the 
course. 


“Odd,” Remus murmured. “And what did you mean by-” He held a hand up to his chest, just where 
Sirius had feigned the stabbing. 


“Molly said the same as Tonks today, that Snape is kind but in his own way.” He hesitated and 
looked each of his companions over. They looked interested so he continued. “Lily said something 
similar, shortly before...you know. Said he was kind and caring, even after what he called her at 
school.” He turned his gaze to Remus. “He’s your colleague, Moony. What do you think of him?” 


“T suppose I agree with what everyone else is saying. He obviously dislikes me, but he makes my 
Wolfsbane every month without complaint.” That was Remus, appreciating even the bare 
minimum in others. “And he didn’t say anything about me to the Beast Division.” 


“Because Dumbledore ordered him not to,” Sirius pointed out sharply, suddenly angry all over 
again as he remembered Snape’s threat to report Remus on the night of Pettigrew’s escape. 


Even as the old bitterness towards Snivellus flared to life inside him, Sirius couldn’t lose the 
curiosity towards him. Why did he have to be an utter bastard while doing nice things? Why did he 
say things like he knew Sirius was innocent, only to turn around and try to get Remus fired? 


“T don’t understand him,” Sirius said in a tired, low voice. 


“Have you tried being nice to him?” Tonks asked, and with her tone she may as well have tacked 
on a duh at the end. 


Sirius chewed his lower lip as his stomach revolted at the thought. He exchanged a look with 
Remus, who wore an expression of shame and guilt, as he always did when he remembered being, 
in his mind, a cowardly bystander at Hogwarts. “We have...history. Being nice now won’t erase 
that.” 


“Tt’s impossible to fix things?” 


“Completely impossible,” he agreed, even as part of him rebelled at the thought that he and Snape 
would always be enemies. 


“Since you are the convict who escaped the inescapable prison, I think an impossible challenge is 
exactly what you need!” Tonks’s smile was smug, a familiar feature from her mother’s side. 


Sirius considered his niece’s words. It was a connection he had not made before, but it was true. 
He’d fled Azkaban, avoided its guards, and evaded capture by the Ministry. He’d even hunted 
down Pettigrew, though that hadn’t ended like he’d hoped. 


After all that, he was still alive. In comparison, playing nice with Snape should be a walk in the 
park. 


“You're right,” Sirius agreed. “If I can escape from Azkaban, I can manage Snape.” 
Remus sent him a supportive smile. “Good luck, Pads.” 


“Everything will work out,” Tonks said, with an enthusiastic grin and a thumbs up. “Snape is 
skilled and reliable. He’l patch you up in no time.” 


As Tonks’s confident compliments washed over Sirius, a dreadful possibility occurred to him. 
“You speak very highly of him. Are you...?” 


Tonks laughed so loudly for so long that Sirius started to get concerned for her. Eventually, she 
calmed enough to wipe her eyes and say, “No, no, not at all. Not me, anyway.” 


“Not you?” Remus echoed. 
“Oh, yeah. Plenty of other students had a crush on him.” 


“What?!” Sirius and Remus asked at the same time, their shocked exhalations mixing. Sirius waited 
for another laughing fit but Tonks only shrugged, smiling playfully in a way that reminded Sirius 
of Bellatrix, before she’d lost her mind. 


“Of course. What was it they said? Right. “Professor Snape is lonely and intelligent, he needs 
someone to keep him company in his Potions lab.’ Oh, and, ‘He’s confident and dangerous. Like a 
sexy snake!’ Merlin, and that’s just the tame stuff.” Tonks laughed again then, at the mirrored 
horror on the two men’s faces. “Just watch out, Sirius. You'll be spending so much time with him, 
maybe you’ll develop your own crush.” 


Sirius’s face drained at the mere suggestion of such a thing happening. Tastes really had changed 
while he was in prison, if Snape could be considered attractive now, especially attractive enough to 
get a Black! 


Life had been much simpler when Snape was a greasy dungeon bat obsessed with the Dark Arts, 
and Sirius was young and beautiful and unafraid of the world. 


“Never!” he swore, even as he felt a blush warm his cheeks. Tonks laughed, with extra snorts, and 
Remus smiled, but with an odd shine to his eyes that Sirius couldn’t place. 


Chapter 4 


Days passed, counted by Snape’s daily visits. He would arrive each morning and check that Sirius 
was still breathing, prepare meals, draw baths, order him to drink potions without explaining what 
they were...and that was it. Sirius tried on more than one occasion to strike up a conversation but 
they always ended the same. Snape persisted with silence, or shot him a dirty look, or bluntly told 
him to shut up. 


Snape had always been guarded, and it seemed to have only got worse over the years. Getting him 
to open up seemed to be as difficult a task as escaping Azkaban, after all. 


Sirius sighed with pleasure the day that he climbed out of the minty bath and saw his own 
reflection looking well-healed. The wounds and lacerations were gone, leaving only tattoos and old 
scars, which served as reminders of the war he’d survived and of the moonlit nights he’d spent as 
Padfoot. 


He stepped out of the bathroom wrapped in a soft robe. Harry seemed happy to supply Sirius with 
anything he could want. He sent packages of clothes, both magical and Muggle. Each time Sirius 

unfolded the cardboard flaps, he felt twinges of guilt. He should be the one showering Harry with 
gifts and instead it was the opposite, because he could no longer risk accessing his vault. 


Once Peter was caught and his innocence established, he would buy a house with a room just for 
Harry. He’d decorate it and fill it with new things. It would be all the gifts Sirius never got to give 
him over the years. It would be a big change, but surely a happy one, since Sirius couldn’t stand the 
loneliness and Harry couldn’t stand his Muggle relatives. 


Until then, they kept in touch through letters, though Harry had difficulty sending any over the 
summer holiday. The season was also why Snape came so faithfully. He had nothing else to do. 


Sirius dressed and hung his robe back up in the bathroom before venturing downstairs. He found a 
typical sight: Snape making lunch in the kitchen. What was out of place was that he wore Muggle 
clothes and his black hair was pulled into a messy bun with his wand stuck through it to hold the 
hair in place. As always, the smell of the food was enticing, causing Sirius to swallow heavily 
before he could start to drool. 


Sirius walked slowly into the kitchen and sat at the small table there; Snape raised one eyebrow in 
acknowledgment and otherwise ignored him. 


“What...” Sirius tried, hesitantly, “...what are you cooking? It smells great.” This had to be his 
fiftieth attempt at small talk with the other man. The cold silence was starting to get to him. He’d 
never handled rejection well, and Snape had no qualms about rebuffing him openly. 


In a display of practiced skill, Snape lifted a pile of long noodles out of the pot and dried them in 
the air with a few quick twisting wrist movements. He nestled the noodles onto a plate and covered 
them in sauce and meatballs. “Food. Eat,” he said tonelessly as he set the meal and some cutlery 
down before Sirius. 


Sirius pouted and was ignored. What could he do to get Snape to say more than two words to him? 
As he pondered this, he looked at his food and the small vapors of steam it emitted. Over their few 
weeks of forced coexistence, Sirius had learned that Snape could cook anything well - that, and he 
had very soft footsteps. 


He’d also learned that it was possible for them to quit arguing. They did not even insult each other, 
but that was also worrying because it was the only way Snape showed any emotion. With the 
routine of hating each other removed, he acted as robotic and servile as if he was under the 
Imperius Curse. 


Sirius didn’t bother to hide that he was watching Snape, who sat reading yet another book. It 
occurred to him then that in all their days together, he had never seen the other man eat. 


With that, he made a decision. He stood and walked to the cupboard. After a childhood of formal 
meals with the Black family and then all his years of busy meals at Hogwarts, he’d never liked 
eating alone anyway. 


Sirius pulled out a plate and slapped some of the noodles on it, with none of the careful 
presentation Snape usually displayed when serving food. 


Snape’s eyebrows shot up when the plate was set down before him, and Sirius took the seat 
opposite him as though he hadn’t shattered their fragile routine. 


“What’s the meaning of this, Black?” 


He shrugged off the question. “I’m sick of eating alone. And aren’t you hungry? You work here 
every day and never eat.” 


Snape narrowed his eyes suspiciously. “Are you telling me what to do?” 


“T don’t give a Grindylow’s arse what you do. I just don’t want you to faint on me. Imagine being 
unconscious and I’m the only one around to help you.” 


Snape’s lips thinned as he stared at the plate before him as if it were a disastrous potion brew on 
the verge of exploding. Sirius refrained from showing any impatience, even though Snape’s 
paranoia was entirely unwarranted once it was taken into account that he’d been the one to prepare 
the food. 


Sirius felt his jaw drop in a comical display of shock when Snape finally shrugged his thin 
shoulders, levitated in a pitcher of juice, and picked up his fork. He quickly closed his mouth and 
didn’t bother to repress his smile as he poured the juice for each of them. The taste of victory of his 
tongue made Snape’s always delicious food turn positively divine. 


A comfortable silence fell upon them, interrupted only by soft scrapes of cutlery. Together, they 
enjoyed the meal until it was time for Snape to leave. 


Lying on his bed and staring at the ceiling, Sirius couldn’t peel the foolish grin off his face. He 
couldn’t explain why he was so happy to have eaten with Snape. He only knew that he was. 


He closed his eyes as he reminisced about lunch. Snape was reserved and quiet even while eating. 
He had impeccable manners, the kind that would have saved Sirius from several of Walburga’s 
crucios if he’d cared to master them. When he really thought about it, Snape would’ ve made the 
ideal Pureblood, if it weren’t for his parentage. His snooty condescension thinly veiled in 
politeness could be surpassed only by the pompous antics of Lucius Malfoy. 


Sirius let out a heavy sigh, his mood quickly souring. The internal mention of that waste of oxygen 
opened the floodgates to more memories of his time at Hogwarts. They tumbled over him like the 
heavy flow of a waterfall. 


He remembered Malfoy parading around the corridors as Prefect. While Bellatrix had not bothered 
to hide her distaste for Snape as a half-blood, Malfoy and Narcissa had conveniently ignored their 
purist ideology as it suited them. They’d gone out of their way to guide and protect him. 


He’d never understood their hypocrisy, though he assumed it had something to do with coveting 
Snape’s considerable talents. Wanting to use his power did not explain why they made him 
godfather to their son, as Tonks had mentioned during the long chat on his first full day back at 
Grimmauld Place. 


Godparents were incredibly significant in the wizarding world. The position was tantamount to 
assuming responsibility if anything unfortunate happened to the parents. It confused Sirius why 
such powerful Purebloods would accept the possibility of their heir being raised by a half-blood. 


The more he thought about it, the more convinced he became that the only reasonable explanation 
was that Narcissa and Malfoy actually cared for Snape. Maybe they were starting to get along 
more, but Sirius still couldn’t fathom that kind of devotion to such a miserable man - and it had 
nothing to do with blood status. 


Sirius closed his eyes and hoped for sleep. All he found was a recollection of Snape, stiff and on 
edge as he ate lunch, and it rankled him to know that he’d be completely at ease if it had been the 
Malfoys opposite him instead. 


Snape quirked an eyebrow in greeting as his patient slumped down the stairs, looking closer to an 
inferius than a man. 


“Tf I hadn’t dumped all the liquor myself, I’d think you were drunk, Black,” he said. Sirius dropped 
onto the sofa and glared at him, mostly for the reminder of how much good booze he’d wasted. 


On the second day of Snape invading his home, he’d found Sirius’s personal stockpile, still hidden 
and preserved from his youth. He’d wasted no time spitting a litany of insults at Sirius and then 
proceeded to go room to room searching for any other stashed bottles. Sirius hadn’t cared enough 
to stop him, and he hadn’t been so sure it would be good to try considering Snape’s inexplicable 
fury. Mostly he’d been entertained by what he saw as a needless power trip. 


“So what if I was? I still don’t buy that a couple drinks would harm my recovery.” 


Snape looked at him coldly as he said, “Alcohol has no benefits, and many disadvantages. It 
clouds your senses and turns you into a ticking time bomb.” 


The dramatic statement piqued Sirius’s interest. “Oh, Merlin, you’re some kind of teetotaler. Is 
there a reason, or is this just more of you choosing to be as miserable as possible?” 


Sirius had been goading Snape, and was stunned when he only clenched his jaw and said in a harsh 
whisper, “Yes, I have a reason.” 


Sirius swallowed all the questions that tried to jump out. Snape would not respond well to an 
interrogation. His best hope to learn more would be to stay quiet and let Snape proceed on his own 
time. 


And he did, after minutes of tense silence. “My father...was an alcoholic.” His voice was low and 
tense. “A violent one.” 


Sirius struggled to find the right response, unsure why Snape was confiding in him but truly 


wanting to not mess it up. 
“He...and what about...your mother?” 


Severus’s sharp exhale carried strong emotion - grief, resentment? Probably both. “No. Not her. 
She didn’t care about his drinking, not until it killed him.” 


The words fell out of him heavy with spite. His childhood left marks in him as deep as any he’d 
received in school. He hated his father, and his feelings for his mother were more complicated but 
equally thorny. With age and maturity, he’s come to recognize her as a victim in her own right, but 
as a child all he’d seen was her refusal to take him away and keep him safe. 


Severus had physically escaped their control, but mentally he still felt their presence. 


Sirius struggled with the swell of emotions crashing over him. He felt pity and guilt and shock, and 
a dozen more things too tangled to identify. He had never given thought to Snape’s home life, and 
the truth of it twisted him up inside. “When did it start?” 


“Oh,” Snape said with sudden forced airiness, ““when I had my first display of accidental magic. I 
was three years old, I believe.” 


“Three?” Sirius repeated in a hoarse voice. “Did it ever stop?” 
“No.” 


Sirius rubbed his damp palms on his thighs as his pulse quickened and guilt settled heavily into his 
chest. The terrible realization he’d just had thudded painfully against his ribs. “Even at Hogwarts,” 
he said, mostly to himself. 


Everything he’d always assumed about Snape was crumbled away by the man’s confession. 


“Tt got worse then. My mother passed herself off as a Muggle to my father, so my magic was a 
wonderful surprise for him. He showed his appreciation for my talents...enthusiastically.” 


“So, did he...?” 


For the first time, Snape locked onto Sirius, black eyes meeting grey. Sirius’s heart leapt at the eye 
contact because, also for the first time, Snape’s guards were fully down. The pain in his gaze was 
all the answer Sirius needed. 


“That’s enough,” Snape said quietly and ended the conversation by walking into the kitchen. Sirius 
could only stay where he was, shocked into stillness by the horrible life Snape had lived. 


Sirius couldn’t sleep, not after learning about the abuse and neglect Snape had been through at such 
a young age. 


Though Snape didn’t say much with words, Sirius saw enough in his anguished eyes. Snape had 
been beaten by his parents...and so had Sirius. Walburga and Orion at least had the decency to wait 
until he’d returned from his first year at Hogwarts, a full-fledged embarrassment, to begin the 
physical violence. 


It never stopped, Snape had said, which meant he’d endured it all through school, until he was old 
enough to live independently. 


He felt like a dung heap. Snape had lived in hell with his father, only to go to school and receive 
further torment from the Marauders. Sirius had never conceived that the Slytherin would have such 
a home life. To him, Snape had seemed untouched by the minutiae of daily life, which was at least 
partially why Sirius had found so much pleasure in shaking him up. 


And the whole time, he was abused by his alcoholic father and neglected by his mother. 


He saw in his mind the ghostly figure of Snape as a boy - wary eyes, ill-fitting and overly worn 
clothing, secondhand school supplies. He’d formed barbs around these exact things, and now he 
had to wonder: were they because Snape’s father spent all his money on getting pissed? 


Sirius felt a wave of nausea as memories bombarded him of jokes, insults, ambushes, and 
sabotages, all aimed at taking Snape down a peg for his amusement. With what he knew now and 
how pained Snape had looked, the memories were tainted with regret and self-loathing. 


And...shit...when James flipped Snape upside down and mocked his pants before all the students 
in the grounds... 


That last recollection tipped him over the edge. He flung himself out of his room, down the hall, 
and barely managed to tip his head over the open toilet bowl before the contents of his stomach 
exited his mouth so forcefully that he felt it burning his nose too. When his body finished heaving, 
he sat back on his heels and wiped his lips and wet eyes, and knew he could throw up a hundred 
times more and still not lose the immense guilt he now carried inside him. 


Had Lily known? She must have. So how could she have ended the friendship? 


He remembered Snape spitting venom at Lily all those years ago, and hearing after that Snape had 
apologised and begged forgiveness, which Lily had not given. At the time, Sirius and James had 
celebrated the divide between the two. 


They were all young and stupid then, but had Lily really abandoned Snape in such a time of need? 


Sirius couldn’t help the bitter feelings coming to him as he pondered the answer to that question. 
James could have knocked his teeth out and spit on his Uncle Alphard’s grave, and Sirius would 
have taken him back if that was what James was going through at home. 


Just as quickly as he judged her, the harsh feelings wiped away when he remembered his own 
crimes against Snape had been far worse. He must’ve been as violent a bully as Snape’s father. 


Snape had revealed a lot about himself that day, enough that Sirius was sure he would not see the 
black-eyed man again the next day...and Sirius could not even begin to blame him. 


Early the next morning, Sirius had once again been unable to sleep at all. He spent it alternating 
between fighting nausea that wouldn’t go away and reviewing all the times he’d been cruel to a 
boy with greasy hair and a tormentor at home. 


He pressed his forearm against his eyes to block out the morning light. He had no reason to get out 
of bed. Snape would not come. He’d probably gone straight to the headmaster and demanded to 
end the obligation. Thinking of the headmaster made him realize Dumbledore knew what a twisted 
bastard he was, and if the rest of the Order members learned the whole history between him and 
Snape, they would too. So much for being a Gryffindor, brave and pure of heart. 


He was too absorbed in his budding self-hatred to shake himself out of it even when the door 


opened. No doubt it was Kreacher coming to rant about his laziness and how unbefitting he was of 
the Black name. So Sirius said nothing. He was uninterested in dealing with the insane elf’s 
grumbling. 


“How much time do you plan to waste in bed, Black?” 


Sirius threw his arm down as he registered the voice which clearly did not belong to his house elf. 
It was silky and noticeably irritated. 


“What are you doing here?” he asked incredulously. 
Snape rolled his eyes. “In case you’ ve forgotten, I’m overseeing your recovery.” 


“You know that’s not what I’m talking about,” Sirius said. He tried to hurry out of bed but his legs 
reacted like they were under a Jelly-Legs Jinx. He was only moments away from crashing into the 
floor when he was saved by Snape’s quick reflexes. Arms wrapped around his waist and steadied 
him. 


The touch made Sirius feel faint. His head rested on Snape’s shoulder, so that the ends of the other 
man’s hair brushed softly against his cheek. As soon as he caught his breath, he wished he hadn’t. 
Snape’s scent was the same minty one that he’d come to love, thanks to all of his baths. 


He tried to shift his weight back onto his own feet but was still too weak, and as he struggled to 
adjust his body, one of his hands accidentally brushed against a section of Snape’s hair. It felt 
amazingly soft, and not at all greasy. Sirius felt tempted to touch it again to confirm the pleasant 
sensation, but Snape’s voice ripped him away from the mad desire. 


“What the hell’s the matter with you?” asked Snape. His voice was gruff but a tension in his black 
eyes suggested the proximity was making him nervous. 


Sirius ran his tongue along his lower lip, grimacing at the sour taste he found there. “I spent the 
night puking. Guess I’m still not feeling well,” he admitted as shame prickled through him. He was 
not a fan of appearing weak. It must be the dog in him that preferred to go off on his own to lick 
his wounds. But Snape had opened up to him, so he felt it would be okay to show some of his own 
vulnerability. 


“T’ll brew something to ease the nausea,” Snape said briskly. “You’ll need to eat lightly and 
rehydrate. Let’s get to the kitchen.” He started to pull away, but Sirius didn’t relax his grip. 
“Black?” He sounded startled as he stumbled over the name, and then a flash of annoyance crossed 
his face. 


“Hang on,” Sirius muttered, and then buried his face into the comforting space between Snape’s 
shoulder and neck. He inhaled deeply, greedily, taking advantage of the pleasant smell while he 
could. But it was a very short lived moment as the apology tumbled out of him. “I’m so sorry.” 


Snape flinched at the contact, and the apology. 


Sirius reluctantly lifted his head, though he couldn’t quite bring himself to fully back away, and 
Snape had not removed his arms either. “I’m sorry,” he repeated, tilting his head to look down into 
Snape’s face. “I...don’t have an excuse. There was no reason for me to treat you like shit at 
Hogwarts. I didn’t know what you were going through at home, but still...” 


Snape frowned and finally moved to disentangle himself, but Sirius did not let go. “I don’t need 
your pity, Black,” he said viciously. 


Sirius shook his head. “It’s not pity,” he said firmly. “I could never pity you, not after all you’ ve 
survived.” It was true. It would be impossible to feel sorry for a person that refused to let the 
violence of life knock him down. Instead, he felt something that he would never have predicted he 
could feel for Severus Snape: admiration. “I truly am sorry for all the curses and insults and stupid 
fights. And even for these past few weeks. You’ve done nothing but help me and I’ve still been 
suspicious of your every move.” 


Snape’s stern glare had not softened but he’d given up on trying to get away, and his hands shook 
where they rested at Sirius’s waist. “Shut up, Black, it’s irritating to hear you talk about me like 
that. I’m not a saint.” 


Sirius smiled a bit, remembering when Molly had described exactly this situation, of Snape 
refusing any positives ascribed to him. “I’m only being honest. Even if you refuse to admit it, I 
know there’s good in you. And thank you, for everything you’ve done for me.” His grey eyes 
roamed Snape’s face and found only sulky annoyance, but when his gaze drifted up he noticed the 
tips of Snape’s ears had flushed a bright red. 


“Just...be quiet. You’re acting very odd.” 


Holy shit. Was he actually making Snape nervous? He was used to making others blush, but he 
never thought Severus Snape would be one of them. In fact, he would’ ve believed there was some 
dark hazing ritual in Slytherin house that removed the ability. Maybe his ears were the only thing 
that could turn red. 


“Thank you, and sorry,” Sirius said, shifting his face closer, both because he wanted to close the 
distance between them and to give him a chance to confirm the colour of Snape’s ears. 


Severus swallowed hard. He couldn’t believe what was happening, or how it had happened. Years 
ago he would have bet considerable coin on Dumbledore giving up sweets before Sirius Black 
apologised to him. 


Yet somehow he’d ended up in Black’s arms while the other man repeatedly apologised in earnest. 
Well, Severus was not the type to forgive and forget, especially so heinous a crime for so pathetic 
an apology. He opened his mouth to tell Black where he could shove it, but then his gaze fell onto 
Black’s. His grey eyes were so full of sincere remorse that his spiteful words stuck in his throat. 


With inconvenient timing, he suddenly remembered stationing himself outside the Gryffindor 
common room, begging for forgiveness every time Lily passed through the portrait hole. Not even 
his genuine tears relaxed the pitiless set of her jaw. 


He and Black were not friends like he and Lily had been. He owed the other man nothing. But the 
genuine regret, and...another emotion that he couldn’t identify softened him just the same. 


He took a deep breath. Nothing either of them did would change the past, nor erase all the conflict 
between them. But he wanted, suddenly, to move past it all. He wanted to lay the broken boy he’d 
been to rest, to treat him with a kindness he’d never received from anyone else. What he did now 
was for himself, not for Black or anyone else. So he said, stiffly, “Apology accepted, Black.” 


Severus was not prepared for the brilliant smile that broke the tension on Black’s face. It was a 
thing of beauty, the likes of which had never been aimed at Severus before. It flustered him; his 
heart began to beat rapidly and he worried it would push blood to his cheeks and form an 
unflattering blush. Before he could say anything else, Black pressed closer and once again fit his 


forehead against Severus’s neck. The heartbreaking smile was now hidden, but Severus could feel 
the imprint of it against his skin. 


“Truce?” Black whispered, sending a ghost of warm air up Severus’s neck and over his ear. 


Snape shivered at the sensation. “Truce,” he mumbled and then began to tug away from the human 
octopus. “Now let go of me. You still need to do today’s treatment.” 


Black lifted his head again, and the cheerful smile changed to something flirtier. “Maybe I’m 
already doing it. Having you this close makes me feel much better.” As he spoke, his hand dragged 
in a slow, firm motion over Severus’s hip. 


Severus knew then that he had indeed broken out into a blush, and he also knew that he needed to 
leave. He broke away forcefully and ran off with the panic of someone trying to escape a chimera. 


Sirius stood alone in his bedroom, arms left bereft after Snape’s sudden departure. He was torn 
between missing the heat of the other man’s body, and wanting to kick his own arse for pushing 
things too far. He’d barely managed to scrape up acceptance of his apology before blowing it all up 
with his flirting. “Really, Sirius?” he mocked himself, an impression of a disappointed Remus. 


“Black, get down here!” 


A smile curved his lips when he realised he’d not completely scared Snape off. Sirius felt light 
with happiness as he headed downstairs, even though he knew he’d be choking down some bitter 
remedies after his night of vomiting. It didn’t matter, not if he would have the company of the man 
brewing the potions. Their adversarial relationship might have just ended, but now Sirius knew 
how much fun it could be to make Snape blush. 


Chapter 5 


That night, Sirius was still in a good mood. He felt inexplicably happy, like he was Gryffindor’s 
Keeper again and he’d just stopped a particularly tricky shot. 


Needling Severus Snape was more fun than Sirius ever thought possible. Making him angry had 
been entertaining, but making him blush was downright joyous. It was incredible to see such a 
normally sullen and cold person get pink and flustered. 


Sirius chuckled as he mentally reviewed the day. Even though his new method of bugging Snape 
was far more gentle, the other man had the same temper, and still got furious with barely a 
moment’s notice. 


He reminded Sirius of a grumpy old cat that Alice Longbottom had dragged to Hogwarts. A 
grumpy tortoiseshell, she’d allowed only Alice to touch her, and hissed and clawed at anyone else 
that dared come near her. He’d never liked the irritable creature, and once he’d mastered his 
Animagus transformation, Padfoot’s animal senses confirmed the feeling was indeed mutual. 


The Gryffindor common room was typically a noisy place, but sometimes midafternoon sleepiness 
lowered the volume. 


On one such day, there were a few lower years doing homework, but otherwise the students were 
either off in the castle or squeezing in a nap. 


Sirius sat in the quiet, on the couch, glowering at the lump of fur on Alice’s lap. He looked from 
the cat to his hand, where three thin lines bled lightly. 


“Your spoiled cat hates me,” he complained as he returned to glaring at her. She only purred, 
curled up contentedly beneath Alice’s gentle strokes. 


“Chesi doesn’t hate you,” Alice said with a sympathetic look at the scratches. “You’ve got to learn 
how to treat her. A cat is not just a smaller dog.” 


“So I’m in the wrong, not the cat that thinks she’s a queen.” As if she understood the insult, Chesi 
aimed a soft hiss in his direction. 


Alice sighed. “You have to give her space. It’s overwhelming when you walk straight up to her. 
When she comes to you on her own terms, she’ll be happier.” She continued petting the cat, and it 
was hard to tell who enjoyed the contact more. “Start slow, but once you win her over, she’ll be 
totally devoted to you.” 


Alice smiled, completely confident, but Sirius still had doubts. He’d never known a cat to accept 
his affections. He doubted any skittish creature ever would. 


Reflecting back on it, Sirius had to admit that Snape did share a certain resemblance with cats. He 
was standoffish, arrogant, independent, and constantly suspicious of everything around him. If he 
couldn’t even tame a cat, how could he expect to win over a human? 


Heat flamed Sirius’s cheeks and he sank down on his bed, pressing a hand to his chest as though he 


could steady his suddenly frantic heartbeat 
Why do I care if Snape likes me? 


Sure, he didn’t hate the man anymore, but that didn’t mean he’d swung all the way around to 
enjoying his company. Well, maybe it had gone that far, but just because he liked being around 
Snape, didn’t mean he actually cared what impression he made... 


Shit. 
This was bad. Very, very bad. 


He blamed his years of solitude for the sudden attachment to Snape. The fact that he was the first 
human being Sirius had spent any time with in over a decade had to be the reason for these 
complicated feelings. It had nothing to do with the way he was slowly learning more and more 
about him, and liking it, and wanting to learn more. 


He’d always been honest with himself about his own attractions. He didn’t feel burning lust like 
some others had ignited during his youth. His interest in Snape was more like a glowing ember, and 
each day together fanned the flame a little bit more. He’d dropped the harsh Snivellus nickname. 
They spent hours together each day; they shared meals and lately even conversation. He’d never 
expected to enjoy Snape’s caregiving so much. 


Sirius knew himself and his personality well. His friends had told him often enough how he was 
funny, but full of himself, and the ego led him to seek attention from others. He clung to those he 
loved, and he showed affection easily to those he liked. 


But that was exactly his current problem. If he wanted to flirt, he did, and damn the consequences. 
He hadn’t even fully realised he was doing it until Snape had run off like he was escaping a mental 
patient. 


And maybe he was. There was no other reason for him to start believing he might like Snape. 
Remus had pointed out Sirius’s fixation on the man a thousand times, even calling it an obsession. 
Even James had been disgruntled more than once at how often Sirius honed in on him. 


Sirius fell back onto his bed and squeezed his eyes shut. He needed to sleep before his mind ran 
fully away, to a conclusion that he wasn’t ready to reach. 


It took a week for Sirius to summon up the courage to ask the question that originally led him to 
accept Snape as his caretaker. 


“Snape,” he called tentatively, and received a quick glance in acknowledgment. “In the Shrieking 
Shack...you said only an idiot would believe I was the traitor.” 


Snape’s eyes narrowed. “Something like that, yes.” 


“Why?” he asked, desperate for the answer that had evaded him ever since that night. “No one 
doubted my guilt, not even Remus. They all left me to rot in Azkaban.” He took a deep breath, 
steeling himself for whatever vicious answer he might receive. “Why did you believe in me?” 


Snape leaned back in his chair and scrutinized Sirius for several long moments, which only 
increased the anxiety he was already feeling. 


“Because I know the worst part of you,” Snape said in a cold and heavy voice. “I know how cruel 
you can be to those you hate.” His gaze unfocused with each word, until Sirius was sure that 
behind the blank stare he was reliving horrible memories from their time at school. “I also know 
you are simple-mindedly loyal, like a Hufflepuff. A dog does not bite the hand that feeds it, and so 
you would not betray Potter.” 


The answer was an insult, but not as harsh of one as he anticipated. Some parts of it were almost 
nice. Even after seeing how awful Sirius had been, Snape still hadn’t attached the label of traitor. 


“But everyone else...even the Daily Prophet-” he cut himself off at the sharp look Snape tossed 
him. 


“T’m not in the habit of believing every piece of drivel I’m told, Black. And the papers? Let me 
know when they put a writer on the payroll that’s not dumber than a dragon.” Snape’s words were 
sharp tacks of annoyance. “Should’ ve added that tattoo when you had the chance: I will never 
betray the Potters. Then everyone would’ ve known it as well as I do.” 


Snape politely averted his dark gaze, leaving Sirius to wipe away his tears without an audience. 
Snape didn’t console him, and Sirius didn’t deserve the comfort. It was enough to have one other 
person come to his defense, after all the years he’d spent in the dirt of Azkaban wishing to hear 
words like that. The fact that Snape stayed, a silent companion, was an extra kindness, and one that 
Sirius was grateful for. 


“Did you sleep with your head in the toilet again?” Snape asked, one eyebrow raised, when Sirius 
came down the stairs with weary eyes from yet another sleepless night. 


Sirius laughed, a short and empty sound. “Very funny, Snape,” he said flatly. He walked slowly, 
each step an obvious effort, until he reached Snape, and then, when Snape did not move away, he 
dropped his head onto the other man’s shoulder. “I’m having too many nightmares to sleep.” 


A trembling feeling began inside Severus at the touch, and he made sure that his limbs didn’t start 
shaking, too. It seemed that Black believed them friends now, since the only time Severus had ever 
seen him so physical with anyone was with his Marauders, or whatever person he was snogging 
that week. “Would you like a Dreamless Sleep potion?” 


Sirius shook his head, which only nestled it further into Snape’s neck. He kept his eyes closed and 
inhaled deeply, enjoying the familiar mint-and-wildflower scent. “I don’t like them. I wake up too 
disoriented.” 


There was a long moment during which Severus hoped Sirius would get tired of leaning on him, 
and meanwhile Sirius was enjoying the closeness more with each passing second. 


“How’s your Occlumency skills?” Snape asked, somewhat tentatively. 


At the question, Sirius pulled back enough that he could look into Snape’s face and find his dark 
eyes. “It was required for the Auror entrance exam, but I’m not great at it.” 


Severus nodded. The art of Occlumency was often one wizards struggled with, but it carried many 
more advantages than most knew. “If you improve, it could help you sleep better.” 


“Alright then, professor. What do I have to do?” he asked with a grin that only widened when he 
saw how irritated Snape looked by his cheek. 


Snape pointed at the sofa, which was long enough for Sirius to stretch out across it with his head 
and feet up on the armrests. Sirius stared at the ceiling and asked, “Now what?” 


“Close your eyes and relax.” 


Sirius genuinely tried, but he couldn’t manage it. When he tried to empty his mind, he realised he 
was thinking of nothing, and that was technically thinking of something, and it all got jumbled up 
inside his head. It didn’t help to know that Snape stood there, watching him. 


“This isn’t working.” 
“You’re not relaxing,” was Snape’s scolding reply. 


“T can’t relax on this uncomfortable sofa.” He opened his eyes and found Snape staring at him with 
his arms crossed impatiently. 


Without an ounce of hesitation, Sirius crossed the room and took Snape by the arm. Moving as 
quickly as he could to stave off any resistance, he pulled the black-haired man over to the sofa, 
nudged him down onto it, and resettled himself with his head now in Snape’s lap. 


“What are you doing?” Severus demanded, barely getting the words out for how hard he 
stammered. He felt his ears burning again. He wanted to get up but his body did not comply with 
his demands. He was also afraid of what his body would do if he touched Black in this position, 
even to move him away. 


“Better,” Sirius said and noted the flushed ears with a smug, satisfied smile. He lifted a hand to 
Snape’s hair and carded his fingers through it. “Your hair is so soft. I always thought it was greasy, 
but it’s silky.” He captured a strand of hair and ran his thumb down it, enjoying the sensation 
against his skin. “You should feel mine. I’d like it.” 


“Unhand me at once!” Snape said, rather dramatically, and landed a precise blow on Sirius’s hand. 


Like Chesi’s claws, he thought with some amusement as he rubbed his abused hand. “Fine. I won’t 
touch you...unless you ask for it.” He enjoyed how flustered Snape became, even as he wondered 
when exactly cruel jokes had turned into flirtatious banter. 


“You...you’re...” Snape seemed to struggle heavily with his words. “Are you using me as a 
pillow?” 


Sirius’s answer was his brightest smile. 


“Fine,” Severus said and shook his head in acknowledgment of his own defeat. Saying this, he took 
a moment to use his own Occlumency abilities to still the emotions that had swirled inside him for 
days, with increasing volatility. “Now imagine you’ re floating on the surface of a calm lake. The 
sun is warm on your face and it’s quiet. You’re at peace, and you're safe.” 


Sirius obediently closed his eyes and imagined the scene Snape described. The voice that slipped 
through his ears was like a gently pitching boat, rocking him to sleep. “You know what? I like your 
voice.” He just managed to whisper the last word before succumbing to the Sandman. 


Severus watched Black carefully until his breathing pattern and eye movement indicated he was 
deeply asleep. Only then did he relax with a great exhale, reaching a hand up to feel his burning 
ears. He drifted his hand down, and every inch of skin he touched was suffused with extra blood: 
his cheeks, his neck, his chest. 


“Damn pushy mongrel,” Severus said, but softly, and he allowed himself to caress the curls spread 
across his thigh. The gentle touch made Black sigh, a sound of total contentment. 


From then on, Sirius insisted that Snape help him with Occlumency, which really meant allow 
Sirius to use him as a pillow until he fell asleep. Snape grumbled about it, but he didn’t actually put 
up any resistance. This was something that Sirius noticed and, once alone, celebrated. 


Sirius kept a hateful stare trained on the grandfather clock in the parlour. The clock was not at fault 
for his foul mood but he didn’t intend to be reasonable about it. Snape was two hours late and he 
needed some outlet for his misery. 


When he still did not show, the anger turned to worry. He’d never been late before. Surely only 
a force majeure would keep him away. 


Unable to sit around brooding any longer, Sirius got up from the sofa and strode to the fireplace, 
intent on calling Dumbledore and asking why he was left sitting around like a forgotten plant in a 
Herbology greenhouse. If Snape was simply shirking his duty, Sirius would insist on being able to 
hunt him down himself. 


His fingers just brushed the inside of his floo powder pot when there was a crack signalling 
Apparition. He turned his head and found, as he’d expected and hoped, Severus Snape, in his 
typical dark garb. 


Sirius surged forward, ready to recite the lecture he’d composed while waiting, but stopped short 
when he realised something was wrong. The small amount of colour Snape usually had was gone, 
leaving him waxy in his paleness, and though he stood up straight, his shoulders trembled and 
sweat gathered along his brow. 


“Snape?” he asked cautiously. 


“Black,” he answered shortly. “Let’s get this over with. We’ve lost enough time.” As soon as he 
tried to take a step forward, his legs gave out from under him, and now it was Sirius’s turn to save 
Snape from a nasty fall to the floor. 


“T think you need treatment today.” Sirius heaved Snape up to support him better and then half- 
dragged him over to an armchair. “Merlin’s beard, you’re shivering.” Mostly out of instinct, Sirius 
took Snape’s hands in his. The touch sent a shudder through the other man. “You’re burning up, 
too.” He disentangled one hand to press the back of it to Snape’s forehead. He certainly felt 
feverish. 


All the physical contact overwhelmed Severus. He slapped Sirius’s hand away from his face. “It 
will pass, Black, calm down. Mother Hen doesn’t suit you.” 


Sirius concentrated on Snape with a sweeping gaze, taking in all the symptoms. This was not an 
illness, it was the aftermath of a curse, and unfortunately one he knew very well. He’d learned all 
about it at the tip of his mother’s wand. 


“Cruciatus,” Sirius said, and Snape’s frozen silence was all the confirmation he needed. “How the 
hell did this happen?” 


Snape’s gaze was cold, and still Sirius could tell that he wanted to relieve some of his burden. 


Sirius was pleased when he made his choice, and opened up. “Some of my 
former. ..colleagues were not pleased to see me in Hogsmeade, especially considering my... 
employer these days.” 


Sirius looked at him with unconcealed horror. He’d once again allowed Snape’s unruffled exterior 
to hide the churning water below. He’d completely forgotten that Snape was in perpetual danger, 
and a target for both sides of the war. One would call him a Death Eater that escaped punishments, 
and the other would call him a traitor. 


“Your life is shit,” Sirius said, without filtering the words before they passed his lips. Once he 
realised what he’d said, he expected a scathing response, and so was startled when Snape gave a 
snort of mild amusement and allowed the corners of his mouth to turn up slightly. It wasn’t a smile 
but it was the closest he’d come during all their recent time together. 


“You have no idea,” Snape murmured, resigned but still strong. “It is shit, but-” He cut himself off 
with a shrug. 


Sirius knelt before Snape, placing his hands on the other man’s knees so he could look up and 
directly into those black eyes. “Ill help you in any way I can. Tell me what to do.” He enjoyed 
seeing the surprise settle across Snape’s features, and he liked peering into Snape’s eyes and 
seeing his own face reflected back at him. 


Best of all, Snape’s ears were turning their newly customary red. 
“T have a potion that will help. It’s in my pocket.” 


Sirius looked over the robes, where he knew many pockets were hidden. “Er - okay,” he said, 
irritated with the way his voice shook. Snape only closed his eyes, steadying himself. 


Sirius reached over slowly, half-expecting Snape’s shaky hand to reach up and smack him away 
like it had before, but his fingers made it safely to the strip of buttons running down the front. 


He patted across Snape’s torso, and felt many bumps indicating small objects. “Which pocket?” he 
asked, nervous at the contact and because of Snape’s worsening condition. 


“Left...upper breast pocket...” 


Sirius found the pocket quickly. As he withdrew the vial, he had the sudden errant desire to press 
his palm against Snape’s chest, to try and feel the evidence of a beating heart. He brushed the 
possibility away under Snape’s expectant state. 


Sirius glanced at Snape’s hands and found them trembling worse than ever. Without pause, he 
uncorked the vial and brought it to Snape’s lips. 


“What the hell are you doing?” Snape ground out. 


“Helping you?” Sirius suggested innocently. He felt something pleasant blossom inside him when 
he noticed Snape’s ears were only darkening in their flush. “Come on, open up. All you have to do 
is swallow. It’s not as bad as you’d think.” 


Sirius chuckled at the outrage that quickly spread across Snape’s face when he caught the 
innuendo. “Keep your perverse thoughts to yourself,” Snape growled, or tried to, because as his 
mouth opened to spit the words, Sirius tipped the bright blue liquid onto his tongue. 


Severus swallowed, hating to waste a potion, but his hands came up to shove Black away, and he 


grimaced at the vile taste even as sudden relief coursed through him. 


“Was that so...hard?” Black asked with a perverse grin that would not look out of place on 
Bellatrix’s face. 


Severus tried to look unaffected as he said, “Fuck off, Black.” 


Sirius only laughed again. He enjoyed seeing the anger on the other man, now that it was from 
more innocent sources than the torment he’d enjoyed years ago. “How do you feel?” 


Snape kept glaring as he said, “I need to sleep.” 


Sirius nodded and pulled out his wand. He Transfigured the sofa beneath Snape to a cushy bed 
with pillows and Snape’s discarded cloak into a black wool blanket. Snape put out a hand for it, but 
Sirius simply walked over and laid down beside him, spreading the blanket over them both. 


“For Merlin’s sake,” Snape swore. “What do you think you’re doing?” His voice was strong in its 
fury but when he tried to lurch out of the bed, his body betrayed him and kept him curled up on the 
soft mattress. The potion he’d taken made quick work of the aftermath of the Cruciatus, but it also 
generated unavoidable fatigue. 


Sirius ignored the outrage. As though sharing a bed was a typical event, he toed off his shoes and 
settled more comfortably in the bed. “I’m tired, too. I wore myself out waiting for you.” His voice 
was steady as he turned on his side and propped his head up with one hand. His hair fell softly 
against his face as he watched Snape, trying to gauge exactly how uncomfortable he was. 


Severus was completely unable to conceal the distress he felt. He knew he was blushing and feared 
it would spread further along his pale face. “Go sleep in your own bed!” 


Black pouted in a way that was surely meant to be endearing, but only further irritated him. “It’s so 
far away,” Black whined. “I’d have to climb up all those stairs.” 


“You’re certainly not sleeping with me.” Severus was starting to believe something was seriously 
wrong with the other man. He’d been so unusually docile the past few days, and he’d pushed all 
the boundaries he could find. Maybe he’d suffered brain damage in Akaban - or maybe it really 
was the size of a pea, like he’d always suspected. 


“Why not?” 
“Your last neuron must have fused if you can’t answer that yourself.” 


“You’re overreacting,” Sirius said, enjoying the back and forth. “Warmth will help you recover 
faster, and what better source than body heat?” 


Snape’s eyebrow rose in an expression that Sirius was starting to see as a specialty of his. Sirius 
would never admit it out loud, but it was an expression he was coming to like, quite a bit. 


“T could climb inside the fireplace instead. It would have more than double the heat and only half 
the danger of being in bed with you.” 


Sirius grinned at the insult, and then watched Snape’s eyes bounce down to his mouth with 
widening eyes. “Scared? I won’t bite, unless you want me to.” 


“Are you trying to give me nightmares?” 


Sirius looked at Snape’s red cheeks, like two tomatoes growing riper by the second, and he felt the 
strong desire to feel that heat against his mouth. “More like giving myself wet dreams.” 


Snape inhaled slowly and deeply, like he was trying to retain control over himself. “I didn’t believe 
it possible for your sense of humor to get worse, yet here you are proving me wrong.” 


“IT know my sense of humor drives you crazy,” Sirius said, waggling his eyebrows suggestively. 


Snape’s only answer was a long, silent stare. Having such an intense, dark gaze focused on him 
made Sirius lose some of his frivolity. He felt a nervous itch in the palm of his hands, and he 
thought the only cure would be to reach out and feel Snape’s skin against his own. But he stayed 
still, immobilized by the black eyes trained on him. 


“*’..Do you really mean to stay?” Snape whispered. 


It was in the resultant silence, broken only by the comforting sounds of the burning fireplace, that 
Sirius finally realised what an intimate situation he’d created by climbing into the bed. 


“Yes, even at the risk of you literally kicking me out of the bed in your sleep.” Sirius meant it as a 
joke, but he heard his own voice come out low and raw, more earnest than he’d intended. 


When Snape only looked away, Sirius took the opportunity to resettle the blanket around both of 
them. He was pleasantly surprised that his company hadn’t been rejected. But as he finished 
smoothing the blanket, Snape rolled away, leaving Sirius to stare at his back. He sighed; so much 
for an intimate moment. Now they were just two men coexisting. He laid back against the bed and 
shut his eyes against the frustration. 


“*’..Black,” Snape whispered, without turning back over. 
“Hmm?” 


“’.. Thank you.” The soft whisper could only be heard over the crackling flames due to their 
proximity. Sirius almost doubted it, but no, he knew what Snape had said, however reluctantly. 


Sirius felt his own cheeks flush as his heart thumped wildly within his chest. A grin cracked his 
handsome face, and suddenly he was no longer stiff and restrained. He pounced on Snape, with 
more force than was wise given his condition, and pressed their bodies together, burying his face in 
the nape of Snape’s neck. 


“Let go of me,” Snape hissed, writhing within the hold. 
“T like sleeping this way. And that’s what you get for turning away from me.” 


Severus felt the urge to swear at Black and send him away, but then he felt Black’s upturned lips 
and pleasantly warm breath against his skin. He was also fairly sure that he would end up being 
used as a pillow no matter how much he protested. So he closed his eyes, resigned to his fate, and 
tried to ignore his quickening pulse and Black’s body heat. 


They slept. When Severus woke up hours later, he noted with considerable aggravation that 
Black’s care was sufficient - he’d regained strength in his limbs and his fever was gone. He 
wormed his way out from Black’s slumbering grasp and then turned around to view the nest he’d 
escaped. Black slept peacefully; he looked so comfortable and inviting that Severus almost 
climbed back into the bed to continue sleeping beside him. 


He shook off that desire, internally berating himself for it. He cast a few diagnostic spells to check 


on Black and was relieved to see the other man was recovering very nicely. 


With his job finished - he must not let himself forget this was all a job - Severus Disapparated. He 
needed space to clear his mind and heart, if he wanted to be able to face Black the next day. 


Sirius sat on the floor before the fire, trying to repress the smile that kept crowding his features. 
Each day he grew more fond of Snape, who seemed to, at the very least, tolerate his presence more 
than before. They still bickered but nothing like the heated arguments they’d participated in before. 


When did everything change? He genuinely tried to pinpoint when he’d gone from dreading 
Snape’s presence to eagerly anticipating his arrival. 


As if on cue, the fireplace sprung to life, tall flames fanning across the hearth. As Sirius watched 
Snape step out, he had the feeling that Snape enjoyed the dramatic entrance floo travel provided. 
Snape took the time to flick ash off his robes before aiming his gaze at Sirius on the rug. 


Severus looked Black over and thought he rather resembled a dog awaiting its master’s return. 
“Black.” 


“Snape,” Sirius returned petulantly. They’d been getting along for months, and still they addressed 
each other by surname. “How was your day?” 


“Tolerable.” 


As Snape sat down in an armchair, Sirius watched him closely, noting that he looked preoccupied. 
It was a pretty common look; he often fixed on a point within the room, as if watching a 
fascinating scene visible only to his eye. Sirius wasn’t bothered by it. He’d had his own 
dissassociations, though less frequently as time went on, and he knew painfully well the panicky 
feelings that went along with them. In his case, he often returned from his stupor feeling like he’d 
been in his Azkaban cell only seconds earlier. 


“Snape,” Sirius called, drawing his attention. “What are you thinking about? You have to tell me, 
you know. I haven’t used Legilimency to see what’s in your head.” 


Snape’s smile was mocking. “I doubt you could even if you wanted to.” 
“Don’t forget I was an underage, unregistered Animagus. I’m brilliant.” 
“Or perhaps extremely lucky.” 


Sirius glared. “Don’t do that. You’re trying to distract me. Tell me what you were thinking about.” 
After so much daily contact, Sirius was starting to recognize Snape’s patterns of behavior. 


It wasn’t limited to conversation, either. Sirius knew when his smirks were truly malicious, or 
when they were a mask to hide inner turmoil. He noticed that Snape’s eyes glimmered and his 
voice took on a lovesick tone when he talked about subjects that interested him. He’d also become 
very aware that Snape deftly changed the subject to avoid answering questions - like he was doing 
at that moment. 


Snape didn’t conceal his surprise. His startled, focused gaze sent Sirius’s heart leaping. Sirius felt 
like a rare potions ingredient; he was being analyzed with interest. When Snape rose from his 
chair, Sirius sensed hesitancy from him, which was unusual in their time together. 


Eventually, Snape broke the silence by saying, “You... have recovered nicely.” 


Sirius nodded slowly, trying to process why that good news would make Snape act so distantly. 
Then the underlying meaning of the statement hit him, and he rose from the ground abruptly. “Are 
you saying you won’t be coming here anymore?” 


“What? No.” Severus was aware of a warmth blossoming in his chest over the obvious fact that 
Black wanted to spend time with him. “No, nothing like that, Black.” 


Sirius fell back onto the sofa with an exhale of relief. ‘““Thank Godric. You scared me for a 
second.” 


Snape moved a bit closer, though he maintained what he hoped was a respectable distance. “I’m 
saying that you are doing well-” he raised a hand to wave off Sirius when he tried to interrupt- “and 
the best thing for you now would be to get some fresh air.” 


Sirius’s eyes widened in shock. He’d longed to leave Grimmauld Place since the day he’d been 
dragged back to it. “Snape...are you saying I can...go outside?” he asked, careful to tamper down 
the hope flitting around his chest in case he’d misunderstood. 


Snape nodded. “I’ve thought of a way you can do it without any trouble.” 


Sirius withdrew into stunned silence. He was not religious, but whatever gods existed must be 
laughing their asses off that Severus Snape, of all people, was telling him he needed to go outside. 
The irony tickled his funny bone and he threw his head back as he laughed. 


It felt good to laugh so unreservedly. He didn’t care how ridiculous he must look. He was too 
pleased that this little statement proved Snape had come to care for him. 


“T never would’ ve picked you for the one to tell me to go against Dumbledore,” he said once his 
laughter faded. 


Severus did not answer immediately, feeling his own surprise at seeing Black laugh so heartily. 
He’d heard it before: across the Great Hall, in the corridors, from the opposite side of a classroom. 
But this was the first time the laughter included, rather than ignored or derided, him. It was not a 
cruel bark, but a warm invitation. 


Yet he felt a prickle of shame at Black’s words, and so he said, “Never mind. Forget it. It was a bad 
idea.” 


Severus turned to leave the way he came, but was stopped by a hand on his wrist. He stilled and 
then turned slightly to face Black, who looked at him earnestly without releasing his grip. “No, 
don’t go. I’m dying to get out, you have no idea. I’m sure any plan you have is a great one.” 


“Fine. But swear that you’ll do as I say and that you’ Il stay by me, no matter what.” Severus felt 
the urge to push Black’s hand away. It generated a warmth he wasn’t used to feeling. 


Then a flirty smirk spread across Black’s lips, and he knew he was in trouble. The fingers clamped 
around his wrist slid down to cover his hand. 


“Why would I abandon you on our date?” Black asked, and then lifted Severus’s hand to press a 
feathery kiss to his knuckles. The soft touch made Severus’s ears and neck as red as a phoenix’s 
wing. 


“A date?” Severus growled, but his voice was embarrassingly strangled. He yanked his hand away 


and brought it to his chest. The spot Black touched with his lips still burned. 


Sirius swallowed a laugh. He got away with the kiss, and he didn’t want to push his luck. “Alright, 
let’s hear your idea.” 


“You’re impossible,” Snape whispered, but the look on his face was one of happiness, and so Sirius 
kept on grinning. “I thought, if you drank a Colour-Changing potion while in your Animagus 
form...” 


Sirius saw the genius in the plan immediately. He obviously could not leave in human form, as he 
was a hunted fugitive in both the magical and Muggle worlds. Unfortunately, even Padfoot was not 
entirely unknown since Pettigrew escaped. 


But anyone who knew he was an Animagus would look for a black dog, so changing the fur colour 
should allow him to remain undetected. 


“You’re brilliant,” Sirius said with open admiration. The simple plan still had risks, but he’d 
always enjoyed the thrill of doing the wrong thing. 


Snape nodded with an uncomfortable grimace. It wasn’t as dramatic a rejection of the compliment 
as he might have made in the past. In fact, he was downright calm as he pulled out a vial filled with 
a thick white liquid. “Here,” he said simply, and turned around as soon as Sirius took it. 


“Where are you going?” 


“T need to change, since we’ ll be in a Muggle neighborhood.” Snape swept a hand over his robes 
with a pointed look as though questioning Sirius’s intelligence once more. 


“Thank you, Severus,” he said daringly. He enjoyed the feel of the given name on his lips, even 
moreso when the man only stiffened but didn’t rebuke him for the use. 


He quickly stepped out of the sitting room, leaving Sirius to smile like an idiot by himself. The 
standoffish attitude he’d once found irritating was now altogether endearing and, though he’d never 
say so to Severus, cute. He directed his grin at the vial, considering it yet another kindness. He 
couldn’t help but remember the night Lily had described Severus as such. He’d denied it then but 
he’d come to agree wholeheartedly. 


“Lily,” he muttered as the memory swirled around him. They hadn’t gotten along for years, when 
he’d still been tormenting her best friend, but once she started seeing James they’d resolved their 
differences, and he’d come to consider her one of his own friends. But with the new developments 
in his life, he’d started to think of her through the lense of jealousy. Everyone at Hogwarts knew 
Severus had a thing for Lily. 


He quickly shook off the negative feelings. Lily was his best friend’s wife, his godson’s mother, 
and not even death changed that. He shouldn’t let whatever was happening between him and 
Severus cloud her memory. 


He downed the contents of the vial like he was taking a shot of Firewhiskey. It burned in much the 
same way but tasted like melted plastic mixed with toothpaste. He moved over to a mirror mounted 
above the fireplace and watched his reflection as his hair slowly transformed from black to white. 


He whistled in admiration; sure, his dark hair looked the most natural, but he could pull off 
anything. The white mane made him look like he’d become king of the sky, with a collection of 
clouds for his crown. 


Footsteps echoed down the hall and Sirius turned. “Hey, Severus, how do I look? Handsome, 
right?” 


His teasing questions caught in his throat as his companion stepped into the room. It was Snape - 
not the Severus he’d come to know and care for, but the Snape he’d known at school. 


The adolescent version stood before him in black jeans, high top trainers, a black v-neck tee, and a 
grey wool jacket that must have been his usual outerwear for it looked a few sizes too large. He’d 
even thrown on a silver necklace with a snake pendant. Sirius saw how the dark hair he’d always 
called greasy was actually soft and silky where it fell to his shoulders. 


He looked fantastic. 


Possibly he looked too good, because for a moment Sirius was frozen, running his eyes over Snape 
again and again. Why hadn’t he dressed like that in school? He couldn’t have, because Sirius, in 
his compulsion to track everything the other boy did, certainly would have noticed. 


“Wow,” he managed eventually. 
“Stop looking at me like that,” spat Snape with a glare. 


“Hm?” he murmured distractedly. It wasn’t that Sirius was attracted to this Snape. He was far too 
young, more child than man. It was just the contrast between the Snape in his memory, and this far 
more poised version before him. Also, he would love to see Severus in such an outfit. 


Snape cleared his throat, and Sirius finally shook off the mental cobwebs. 
“Sorry, sorry. I just didn’t know you’d dress up at...sixteen?” 


“Fifteen,” Snape corrected. “It’s safer this way for both of us. We’ll simply be a teenage Muggle 
and his white dog out on a walk. Are you ready?” 


Sirius nodded slowly. “I’ve been ready for a long time.” Under Snape’s watchful eye, he began the 
Transfiguration. His bones shifted to their canine structure; his face lengthened; his senses 
sharpened. As he padded around the floor, his heightened smell caught something delicious 
wafting off Snape. It might be some potion ingredient, or maybe it was simply his natural scent. 
Whatever it was, it suited him. 


Padfoot barked to indicate he wanted to get going, but Severus only bent down to inspect him 
closely. 


“You could definitely pass for an energetic tramp,” he teased with a small smile. The dog looked 
nothing like he had in the Shrieking Shack; he was no longer underfed, flea-bitten, or filthy. The 
white fur was fluffy and glossy, a sign of the animal’s health. 


Padfoot barked again, and then darted forward to swipe his tongue across Severus’s cheek. The 
bounding lick was so enthusiastic that it knocked him back onto the floor. “Alright, alright! Let’s 


go.” 
Padfoot shot off toward the door. Snape followed, pausing in the hall to pick up the black canvas 
backpack he’d stowed there. 


Sirius was chasing his own tail by the door when teenage Snape finally caught up to him and 
opened it. Sirius shot off but forced himself to stop in the drive, no matter how badly he wanted to 
run away from the depressing house. Even as a dog, he was going to be on his best behavior to take 


full advantage of this little outing. 


The afternoon air was brisk, but not biting. The sun even made a few rare appearances before 
disappearing behind the clouds once more. The occasional gust of chilly wind was not enough to 
keep people indoors. All of those who passed by saw only a young man in dark clothes walking his 
dog, who stuck to his owner more like a clingy puppy than the giant white beast he looked to be. 


Sirius trotted happily down the pavement, enjoying the fresh air and the breeze tousling his fur. He 
stayed close to Snape as he’d promised even though his canine legs begged to release all the energy 
stored within them. 


Severus noticed Padfoot’s struggles so when they passed by a large park, dotted with other dogs 
and some families, he led them inside the fence. 


“T’m starting to think you enjoy being a dog,” Severus murmured and Padfoot’s answering bark 
almost sounded like a human laugh. 


They walked through the park, away from all the other people and pets, and stopped at a tree with 
leaves that had changed to deep shades of red. A few had fallen off and were scattered around the 
trunk. Severus knelt in the grass to open his pack and pulled out a blanket, which he spread out and 
then sat down on. 


He’d barely crossed his legs when Padfoot ran up to him. “Go on, have fun,” he said, shooing the 
dog with his hands. 


Padfoot whined. 

“You’re not going to convince me.” 

Padfoot tugged gently on the sleeve of Severus’s jacket. 
“Have you gone mad?” 


Padfoot reared back, placed his front paws on Severus’s shoulders which knocked them both flat 
on the blanket, and began enthusiastically licking his face. 


“Ugh! Stop!” Severus demanded as he twisted his face, torn between annoyance and amusement. 
He tried to roll away but Padfoot was too heavy and effectively trapped him in place. “Fine, fine! 
Pll play with you, mangy mutt.” 


Triumphant, Padfoot leapt back, and then did little hops in place as Severus climbed to his feet. As 
soon as he stood straight, he took off across the park, leaving Padfoot to chase after him. 


He ran zigzags and circles and erratic paths over the grass. Padfoot copied his every move, his tail 
wagging enthusiastically the entire time. 


Severus slowed as he tired. Padfoot took advantage of this to barrel into him and knock him flat 
once more, this time atop a pile of fallen leaves. They crunched under the weight of the boy and 
the dog as they rolled around together. 


A few nearby Muggles eyed them with some concern but once Severus broke out into shrill, 
gleeful laughter, they relaxed. 


“Mercy! I beg for mercy,” Severus panted as he crawled out of the leaf pile. He flopped down onto 
his back to try and catch his breath. Padfoot came over and stretched out across his torso, nuzzling 
his snout into Severus’s chest. 


Severus couldn’t remember the last time he’d had such fun. Had he ever? With joy flooding him, 
he reached up and rubbed the top of Padfoot’s head, caressing his ears and the soft fur between 
them. Padfoot sighed contentedly and shuffled even closer, giving a single lick to his chin. 


“Enough,” Severus said with a final pat. “You’re ridiculously heavy.” 


Even though he was a dog, Padfoot displayed obvious reluctance as he slid off Severus and onto 
the grass next to him. Severus made his way back to the abandoned blanket and backpack, which 
were thankfully undisturbed. 


While Severus settled back down, Padfoot still had energy to burn. He ran around the trees for a 
while. When he returned, he held a branch in his jaws. 


“Have you no humanity?” Severus teased when the beastly dog deposited the branch before him. 
Padfoot barked urgently until he picked it up. “No, apparently not. Fetch it is, then.” 


Severus hurled the stick as far as he could and Padfoot took off after it. 


Sirius was enjoying himself thoroughly as he ran around the park. He’d dreamed of the day he’d 
get to walk around freely again and, even stuck inside Padfoot, this outing exceeded his 
expectations. So he felt blissful as he fetched the stick Snape had thrown and turned around to carry 
it back to him. 


His happiness dropped as quickly as the branch when he caught sight of something he didn’t like. 
A low growl started in his throat as he watched a Muggle man standing by Snape, trying to engage 
him in clearly unwelcome conversation. 


Sirius hurried back over to Snape, who began petting him as soon as he came within arm’s reach. 


“Aww, a dog, how precious,” the older man cooed. He had to have at least two decades on Sirius, 
and had no reason to be talking to a lonesome teenager. “I don’t know if I’ve ever seen one so 
large.” 


Severus ignored him, seeming to focus on petting Padfoot while his mind scrolled through the 
ways he could escape this situation without arousing suspicion. Drawing his wand so publicly 
would create more problems than it would solve. 


“T haven’t seen you at this park before. Did you just move here?” Irritation was starting to seep into 
the man’s words, and his brow furrowed as he narrowed his eyes at Severus. 


Sirius wondered how much trouble there’d be if he simply bit the stranger. 


“You have nothing to say? Maybe we should find a bobby, have a look for your parents.” His eyes 
flashed. “Or you could skip all that unpleasantness. Come have a visit at my house. You must be 
hungry, and I’ve just gone shopping.” 


The stranger reached out an arm as though to touch Snape’s shoulder. Sirius reacted without 
thinking; he’d barely processed that he’d opened his mouth by the time his rows of canine teeth 
clamped down on the creep’s arm. 


He let out a yelp of pain that drew several sets of curious eyes. He swept his furious gaze from 


Snape to Sirius and to the watching crowd. With a final angry look at Snape, he stormed off, 
swearing under his breath. 


Severus watched him go then reached up and rubbed Padfoot’s neck. “TI think that’s enough 
excitement for today.” 


Sirius watched Snape pack up the blanket, hating to go back inside after a taste of freedom but also 
not enjoying the possibility of finding any more trouble. He had to admit he’d enjoyed protecting 
Snape, even if he hadn’t actually needed to. It was the first time he felt useful in longer than he 
could remember. 


Snape headed down the path towards the entrance of the park, and Sirius trotted beside him. 


Soon after the near-disaster, Sirius and Severus ventured outdoors again. It was a much smoother 
experience with no predator run-ins, and so they fell into a routine of going out a few times a week, 
always under their Colour-Changing and DeAging disguises. The time spent away from the 
depressing walls of Grimmauld Place was remarkably healing for Sirius’s soul, and the more time 
he spent as Padfoot around teenage Snape, the more protective he became. 


Chapter 6 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


During yet another day at Grimmauld Place, Sirius and Severus began a game of wizarding chess. 
Though Sirius relished the company, he became antsy when the game had been going on for an 
hour and they were nowhere close to declaring a winner. 


“Severus, do you have a good pastry recipe?” Sirius asked as he directed his knight to move from 
C6 to B4. 


Severus raised an eyebrow without lifting his gaze from the board. “What?” 


Sirius felt suddenly nervous that the other man would reject his spontaneous plan. “I thought 
maybe we could cook something...together.” He watched as Severus’s bishop lumbered from H3 
to F5. 


“Together?” echoed Severus, looking up to take in the handsome face opposite him. He spent a 
long while contemplating the idea before saying, “What did you have in mind?” 


“Lemon meringue.” 
“Like the ones at Hogwarts?” 


Since Severus had not laughed in his face, Sirius took that as acceptance and lost patience with the 
chess game entirely. He abandoned the board and moved to the kitchen, pulling Severus along by 
his hand. 


They worked together on the dessert, which was a first as Severus had taken care of all meals since 
Sirius’s confinement began. They assembled the ingredients: flour, eggs, sugar, lemons, milk, and 
other baking sundries. 


Severus gave precise instructions, and Sirius did his best to follow them. He only shook a little 
flour onto his robes while sifting. 


Severus kneaded the dough on the counter and Sirius watched. His attentiveness lasted less than a 
minute before he gave in to the desire pulsing through him. He came up behind Severus, wrapped 
his arms around Severus’s waist, and rested his chin on his shoulder. 


Severus glanced at him briefly before returning his focus to the pie crust. Sirius loved the feeling 

of their bodies together, and equally he adored that familiar red flush of Severus’s ears. He turned 
his head and quickly kissed the one closest to him before pulling away. Severus’s hand drifted up 
and rubbed the ear that had been kissed, leaving a dusting of flour across his face and hair. 


They set the crust to bake and then worked on the lemon filling. Sirius grated the lemons while 
Severus began heating a pot on the stove. They took turns adding ingredients until the mixture 
bubbled away. 


Severus was stirring the filling when Sirius reached out and stole the spoon from his grasp. The 
black eyed man turned the burner flame off as Sirius blew on the spoon until it cooled enough to 
not burn his tongue. When he stole a taste, he was delighted to find it was creamy, and the perfect 
blend of tart and sweet. It was even better than what he remembered the Hogwarts desserts to be. 


“By Circe, this is the best I’ ve ever had,” he declared, smiling, 


He expected Severus’s usual denials, but the other man accepted the compliment without a fuss. So 
Sirius decided to try and get him to accept one more thing. He placed his hands on Severus’s 
shoulders and guided him gently away from the hot stove and against the closest counter. 


Severus knew he had the counter behind him, but he was more focused on what he had before him: 
the startling beauty of Sirius Black, who wore a tender smile beneath eyes shining with obvious 
affection. He was so lost in the admiration of his view that he didn’t notice what Sirius was doing 
until a wooden spoon was thrust against his lips. 


“Try it,” Sirius said in a low voice, pushing his hips forward so that Severus was pressed even 
tighter against the counter. 


Severus couldn’t refuse the request. He didn’t think he wanted to. His lips parted and his tongue 
slid out to sample the lemon filling. 


Sirius watched and imagined Severus doing the same thing, but to something other than a wooden 
spoon. 


They didn’t speak. They only rested against each other in a room where the temperature was rising, 
and not because of the oven. 


“What are we doing, Black?” 


“We're living,” Sirius said in a rush of understanding. He’d always felt an unexplainable pull 
toward the other man, and now he had to wonder if it was only his own idiocy that allowed him to 
interpret those feelings for hatred in their youth. [f you knew him the way I do, Lily had said, and 
he remembered it with a bitter sting of jealousy, wishing that he had. 


But truthfully, he didn’t want to replicate what Lily and Severus had. He wished he could change 
the way he’d treated Severus when he met him on the train. Maybe Sirius would’ ve known this 
kind of feeling much sooner if he had. 


“Do you think it’s wrong?” Sirius asked, when the long silence stretched on and on, and still 
Severus said nothing. 


“No, and that’s the worst part.” Severus ducked out from Sirius’s embrace. Sirius reached for him 
but Severus, fearing what they would do if he allowed himself to be caught, Disapparated. 


Sirius stayed immobile in the kitchen, stuck in the memory of the recent events. He was only 
shaken from his reverie when Kreacher stormed into the kitchen due to the smoke emanating from 
the charred hunk of forgotten pie crust. 


Sirius didn’t care about the pie anymore, not when he’d finally revealed what he wanted and 
Severus had fled in response, as if the mere suggestion of something between them was terrible. 


But all was not lost. Severus admitted it wasn’t wrong. He’d enjoyed it too, before he ran away. 
For Sirius, it was the most intimate and sensual experience he’d ever had. 


Sirius resolved to clear everything up with him the next day. If Severus didn’t come to Grimmauld 
Place, then he’d do whatever was necessary. He’d defy Dumbledore and show up in the middle of 
a potions lesson if he had to. 


The next day, Severus arrived much earlier than usual. Sirius greeted him with a dazzling smile, 
relieved that he’d come despite the turmoil of the previous day. The relief faded when he realised 
Severus would not meet his gaze, and looked rather downtrodden. 


“Severus? What’s wrong?” 


Severus called on all the Occlumency he knew to try and bury the emotions rattling within him. He 
didn’t want Sirius to see them; he didn’t even want to see them himself. It would only make what 
he was about to do that much more difficult. 


“T won’t be coming here anymore, Black.” 


“What?” Sirius demanded, his voice raised from fear and shock. He paused, hoping Severus would 
take it back or laugh it off, but Severus only stared at the wall. “Wait, wait. If I crossed a line 
yesterday...” 


“No,” Severus said firmly. “It’s not that. It’s... Dumbledore. He said your recovery is complete and 
that our...friendship will only complicate matters that are already quite tangled.” 


“Dumbledore?” Sirius repeated angrily. He’d deferred to Dumbledore on many things, especially 
lately, but he would not allow him to interfere in the relationship they were developing, no matter 
what kind it ended up being. “You’re going to quit seeing me because Dumbledore ordered you 
to?” He tried to sound as derisive as possible, hoping it would rankle Severus into defiance. He 
wanted to hear that the possibility of their contact ending was as painful to Severus as it was to 
him. 


“You don’t understand.” 
“Try me,” Sirius shot back instantly. “Tell me what the big deal is about us being friends.” 
Severus shook his head slowly, looking pained. “I can’t.” 


“And I can’t let you walk away from me!” Sirius closed the distance between them. They were as 
close as they’d been in the kitchen less than twenty-four hours earlier, but the tension this time was 
not sexual. “I know I was an asshole, a real son of a bitch. I know I have no right to ask anything of 
you.” He clenched his hands into fists, as though he could squeeze away the desire to put them on 
Severus. “But...please don’t leave me...” 


“You’re confused,” Severus said, and anger trickled into the sadness Sirius felt. 


“T’m not. This is the most confident I’ ve been in years.” Sirius was afraid, but he’d never let that 
stop him before. He gave in to the clamoring desire and took both of Severus’s hands in his. 
“Listen, I lo-” 


“No!” Severus wrenched his hands away and took a step back. “Don’t say it.” 


The furious rejection struck Sirius deep inside and extinguished the small flame of hope he’d kept 
alive for quite some time. “Is it that repulsive to you?” 


Severus kept shaking his head as he backed up, nearly out into the hall. “You don’t know what 
you’re saying, Black. If you knew the truth about me, you’d still hate me.” 


“What did you do?” Sirius asked, not because he actually thought it would be anything terrible 
enough to change his feelings, but because he could see Severus was suffering and he wanted to try 
and ease his anguish. 


Severus smiled bitterly when he asked, “If I killed the Potters, could you still finish that confession 
you were about to make?” 


The silence that followed was the most profound that ever existed between them, and they’d had 
many. 


Sirius was not convinced his heart was still beating when he asked, in a feral voice he hadn’t heard 
since he’d snarled at Peter in the Shrieking Shack, “What the fuck are you talking about?” 


“T shared a prophecy with the Dark Lord.” Severus still wore that terrible smile. “I sentenced the 
Potters to death.” Finally, his lips began to untwist, into a flat line of cold indifference. “If not for 
me, the Dark Lord would never have gone after them.” Sirius recognized the blank look then: he 
was using Occlumency to mask his feelings. “Now that you know the truth, what do you have to 
say to me? 


Looking at Severus then, Sirius felt like he’d been transported in time, back to when he’d first 
come to Grimmauld Place and the only contact he had with Severus was as a grouchy Snape that 
carefully drew him medicinal baths. He’d been a skittish snake that fled any noise without waiting 
to see the source. 


Sirius felt rage and frustration pulse through him. He wanted to break all the fragile knick knacks 
on the shelves, and tear pages out of the books, and slash holes in the upholstery. Severus’s truth 
picked open all the wounds that had never properly healed and now Sirius felt like he might bleed 
out on the sitting room floor. 


Then he looked at Severus, and noticed again how tightly concealed his emotions were. Even 
through the careful stone wall, Sirius knew the other man well enough to catch glimpses of his true 
feelings. 


Severus was disgusted and full of hate, but not for Sirius and his attempted confession. The dark 
emotions were for himself. Severus hated what he’d done, and just as bitterly almost thirteen years 
later as when the events were fresh. 


Understanding the gravity of the situation, Sirius once again closed the distance between them. 
Severus did not move away but he tensed, like he expected a physical blow or harsh condemnation. 


But that was not his intention. Sirius brought his hand to Severus’s cheek and touched the soft skin 
there. Now he knew completely how fragile the other man was. 


Severus had not expected such a gentle touch, or such a look of understanding and compassion like 
the one Sirius bestowed upon him. He could see that Sirius understood who he was and what he’d 
done, and accepted him anyway. 


For the first time in perhaps his entire adult life, Severus felt his eyes prickle with tears, and a 
single one managed to escape and slide down the cheek that Sirius touched. 


Sirius felt the warm touch of Severus’s tear, and he saw the real Severus Snape. He was a man 
tormented by his past in every dimension: his father’s abuse, his schoolyard bullies, and his own 
actions. He’d become distrustful, paranoid, spiteful, and cruel...but it was all a defense 
mechanism, like a turtle retreating within its shell. Under the protective hardness laid a soft center, 
and in Severus that was the pure part of him. Deep in his core, he was kind, selfless, and 
desperately waiting to be loved. 


“How...can you...?” Severus forced the words out, but was afraid to open his mouth too wide in 


case it invited more tears to spill. 


Sirius looked at him, and saw the most beautiful person he’d ever met. “Please stay with me. I’m 
not sure I can live without you.” 


“You’re mad,” Severus murmured. “Completely mad.” 


There were moments of pain and anguish for both of them, and in those moments the last of the 
barriers between them fell away. Grey and black eyes met with equal love and desire. Nothing 
could derail what they felt for each other. Slowly, as if waiting for permission, Sirius tilted his head 
closer to Severus, pausing just before he touched those pale lips to look up. He found Severus’s 
eyes already shut and his lips slightly parted, all in preparation for what they were about to do. 
Sirius brought his mouth forward as he melted into the thin lips. The kiss tasted minty and felt like 
liberation. 


Sirius gripped Severus’s waist, and Severus inhaled sharply, pulling air where there was none 
because their lips were pressed too tightly together. Though their hearts beat furiously, the kiss was 
not one of great passion; it was a declaration of affection, and a promise for the future. 


Neither man had ever experienced so much intensity in such a simple touch. 


Sirius gently slid his tongue along Severus’s lower lip, and he shivered and opened his mouth to 
provide access. As soon his lips parted, Sirius’s tongue filled the gap, deepening the kiss. 


Severus curled his arms around Sirius’s neck and drew him closer as their tongues began to dance. 
They caressed each other, sliding from soft flesh to hard edges of teeth and back again. They 
pressed their bodies tightly together, trying to eliminate a distance that no longer existed. 


Sirius was barely hanging on to what little self-control he possessed when Severus drew Sirius’s 
lower lip between his teeth and bit down softly, tugging at it and creating friction that lit Sirius on 
fire. “Severus,” he moaned as his lip was freed, resting his forehead against the other man’s. 


Sirius opened his eyes for the first time since they’d begun kissing. He’d been entranced by 
Severus’s red-tipped ears, and they were absolutely nothing compared to the sight of a freshly 
kissed Severus. His cheeks were flushed, his eyes were bright, his lips were red and slightly puffy, 
and his breath came in quick little gasps. It was the best thing he’d ever seen in his life. 


“Yes...Sirius?” 


And that was the best thing he’d ever heard: Severus finally calling him by his first name. Sirius 
grinned and tightened his grip; he lifted Severus by the waist and spun him once, a quick display of 
the overwhelming bliss he felt. “This is perfect,” he said softly. “You’re so handsome.” 


Though he was enjoying everything, Severus was also embarrassed by it all: the spin, the loving 
attention; the compliment that he knew didn’t fit him. So he only ducked his head and pecked 
Sirius’s cheek. The kiss was so quick and soft, and yet it sent sparks straight to Sirius’s heart. 


Severus finally looked at Sirius and was entranced by the flushed contentment on his face. He 
thought of all the people that had wanted Sirius, and how bitterly he had wanted anyone, and found 
it so hard to believe that they had found each other, as perpendicular as their paths had been. 


“T’ll never let you go,” Sirius promised, determination in his grey eyes as he locked them onto 
Severus. “Not for anything in this world.” 


Severus swallowed hard at the strength in the gaze. He had never felt such a complicated jumble of 


confusion, fear, and anxiety as when Sirius looked at him so adoringly. It was like he was the most 
precious thing in the world to him. 


Yet he was also afraid. He was meant to be a spy in the quickly approaching war, and having such 
strong feelings inside him would complicate everything. But it was too late for doubts. By himself, 
he was lost; with Sirius, he had hope. 


It was selfishness that made him think: I’ve probably ruined Dumbledore’s plans, and to hell with 
them all. He’d never had a love like this; the man who’d been his tormentor and would now be his 
savior. 


“Remember you’ ve said that,” Severus said, too nervous to say anything as eloquent as Sirius. 


Sirius didn’t mind. He kissed Severus again, knowing they had years of lost time to make up. He 
didn’t know what the future held, but he knew what he would be trying to do: bring Pettigrew to 
justice, clear his name, fully recover, and begin this second chance at life with the complicated 
man he loved. 
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Chapter 7 


Sirius’s smile seemed to be tattooed on his face. He’d forgotten what it felt like to be happy, calm, 
and in love. He hadn’t imagined something so simple as a hug could feel like the missing piece to 
the puzzle of his life, and especially when the hug came from Severus Snape. 


After they decided to go ahead with the relationship, when Severus came to visit, Sirius barely let 
him out of his arms. Why would he? They’d wasted enough time, first as childhood enemies and 
then during his imprisonment. He didn’t want to waste anymore. 


He’d wasted a lot of it being an idiot, thinking Severus was evil. He wished he could turn back 
time and beat up his younger self. He still wasn’t sure how he’d been gifted a chance to make 
Severus happy, even after all that he’d done to him. 


During a fit of romantic nostalgia, Sirius Transfigured the sofa into a bed like he had when Severus 
was suffering after the Cruciatus Curse. Severus was visibly nervous about sharing a bed with his 
new partner. Though Sirius was secretly somewhat amused by this behavior from a caustic man in 
his thirties, outwardly he only patted Severus’s hands and assured him everything was fine. They 
eventually found their way to the sheets, talking quietly over the lively sounds of the warm fire. 


Sirius pulled Severus closer to him, content with that simple contact for now. Of course he would 
love to do more, but he could sense Severus’s hesitation, and so he was content to wait. Maybe in 
his youth he would’ ve been more impatient but he wanted to do things right with Severus. 


Not that he would’ ve been rude about it when he was younger; he would’ ve simply moved on. 
He’d enjoyed flirting and had been in a few relationships but they’d all been short lived and they’d 
all lacked a special quality, like the kind of devotion and affection James and Lily shared. 


James knew early on that he wanted a future and family with Lily. Sirius had never felt that, and 
had even been a bit of a commitment-phobe. In fact, his desire to be with Severus so completely 
was a radical transformation. 


The butterflies he felt around the other seemed like more than simple infatuation, especially since 
they only flapped their wings harder the more Sirius got to know him. And he’d gotten to know 
Severus very well, over the many hours they’d spent together. He’d peered deep into Severus’s 
soul, and loved everything that he’d seen. 


While Sirius retreated to his thoughts, Severus was glued to the present. He drifted within Sirius’s 
heat, the pounding of his own heart, and the soft buzzing in his ears that narrowed his world down 
to just the two of them. 


After some thought, he brought his hands up and rested them on Sirius’s chest, marveling at how 
much healthier it felt compared to when he’d first arrived at Grimmauld Place. He was no longer 
skeletal, and even seemed to be growing a bit muscular. 


When Sirius squeezed his arms, Severus felt the pressure against his waist, and his cheeks warmed 
with pleasure and mild embarrassment. 


“T think I’ve died and gone to heaven,” Sirius murmured into Severus’s shoulder. 


Severus tried to seem unaffected by the sweet words, but they spread more warmth throughout his 
already fevered body. He heard Sirius draw in a few deep breaths, and realised he was being 
sniffed. He fought off the urge to tell him to stop and said instead, with gentle sarcasm, “I never 


thought you’d be so romantic.” 


“T never thought I would be either,” Sirius said. He chuckled as he remembered teasing James for 
the exact same sentimentality, and being told confidently that one day Sirius would be the one 
sending flowers and composing sappy poetry, and then James would have the last laugh. Sirius 
hoped that, somewhere, he was laughing his arse off. “Only for you.” 


“T’d hope so,” Severus said with a sudden bite, pulling back to shoot Sirius a warning glare. 


Sirius blinked for a few seconds as he processed the action, and then a sly smile settled on his face. 
“T never thought you’d be so jealous.” 


In the past, he’d been turned off by jealousy and possessiveness. If he was with someone, he never 
looked outside the relationship, and he had no time to argue over baseless accusations. It was a 
petty waste of time. 


But for an unknowable reason, Severus’s jealousy flattered him, even as he knew he should take it 
for the warning sign it was. He’d always been unable to resist the threat of danger. 


Severus smirked in the way Sirius had come to like so much. “There are many things you don’t 
know about me, Black.” 


“Sirius,” he corrected, nudging Severus playfully. “And I look forward to learning them all.” He 
meant the words wholeheartedly, and was surprised when Severus’s reaction was to frown and 
shift away, creating some distance between them. 


“Perhaps you shouldn’t.” 


Sirius knew about his childhood trauma and that he’d condemned the Potters; there were still 
plenty of dark secrets bottled inside him. Severus had done awful things in service to the Dark 
Lord, things that had torn him as he’d done them and left behind a wound that only festered in the 
years since. 


Severus wished he could keep the horrors to himself and maintain the fragile tower of happiness 
he’d found with Sirius, but he ceased that eventually his shame and guilt would crash into it like a 
wrecking ball. 


Sirius did not know Severus’s exact thoughts, but from his words and anguished expression, he had 
a pretty good idea of what bothered the other man. He pressed a tender kiss to Severus’s jaw and a 
day’s stubble scraped his lips. “I'll be the judge of that.” Severus softened, but not much. 
Impulsively, since it was a Friday, Sirius blurted, “Will you stay over?” 


Sirius went very still when Severus’s soft answer came. “Yes.” 


When the shock wore off, he tightened his arms, closing the small gap Severus created moments 
earlier. “I probably wouldn’t have let you go even if you said no,” he teased with a roguish grin. 


“You’re ridiculous,” Severus said. He hoped his chiding tone distracted Sirius from the blush that 
his words caused. 


“IT know, drives you mad, doesn’t it?” Then Sirius took Severus’s chin in one hand and tilted his 
face up so he could no longer avoid Sirius’s warm attention. “I love your eyes,” he confessed. 


The eyes he adored were so dark that the pupil was nearly indistinguishable from the iris, which 
turned them into two hypnotic orbs of gleaming obsidian. At first glance they could be mistaken 


for unlit windows, but truly they were closed doors, hiding a closet stuffed to the brim with junk 
that had never been organized. Sirius didn’t need to be interrogated under Veritaserum to say they 
were the most beautiful eyes he’d ever seen. 


“They’re plain,” Severus disagreed. “Nothing special, not like yours.” 


It was true that their gazes could not be more different. Even something as simple as Severus 
refusing to accept a compliment sent mild irritation spiking through the green-flecked grey. His 
eyes actually were windows, but one with the curtains drawn on a warm afternoon and thrown open 
to tempt in a breeze, even if that also meant inviting in a rain shower or two. The transparency in 
Sirius’s gaze was what made Severus sometimes unable to meet it. He’d never imagined he’d look 
at someone else and see such blatant love and devotion written across their face. 


“Tell me something else you like about me,” Sirius said, his low voice turning it into something 
close to a demand. 


Severus couldn’t think with Sirius so close and insistent. “No.” 


“Come on. I want to know what you like.” Severus jerked his gaze away at that, and so Sirius 
asked, more insistently, “What else, other than my eyes?” 


Sirius watched as Severus wet his lips. He knew it was a gesture of nervous thought, but still it shot 
a jolt of longing through him. 


“Your smile,” was the reluctant answer. “And...” Severus closed his eyes as he trailed off, lost in 
his own embarrassment for being so inexperienced at whispering sweet nothings. 


Sirius was too busy wanting to kiss Severus to care about how suave an answer he received. He 
never thought he’d find shyness so tempting. He was bold, unapologetic, and he’d always been 
attracted to the same in others. But he loved the way Severus looked at him from beneath his 
lashes, and the blush that seemed to have found a permanent home on his pale skin. 


“Well, I like your hands. They’re delicate but strong.” Sirius brought one of the hands on his chest 
up to his lips and placed a lingering kiss on each knuckle, and then turned the hand over to kiss 
each fingertip. 


Severus stifled a flinch at each touch. The kisses were so gentle and earnest that it felt like they 
reached all the way down to his soul, and he simply didn’t know how to react to that. 


Sirius remained transfixed on Severus’s hand, as though he held something fragile and priceless. 
He ran his own finger along each digit, tracing the shape of each knuckle and the prominent bone 
at the wrist. Only after a thorough investigation did Sirius gently settle Severus’s hand back on his 
chest. 


But he did not stop there. He moved his attention to Severus’s hair. He ran his fingers through the 
soft black strands and questioned, not for the first time, how he could have ever insulted them. “T 
like your hair, too.” He trailed the touch over to the soft tip of one ear. “And your ears.” 


“My...ears?” 
Sirius was smug when he said, “They’re your only tell. They turn red when you’re embarrassed.” 


“Merlin,” Severus breathed, sure that they were turning red after such a description, if they weren’t 
already. 


“Your nose,” Sirius continued and lowered his lips to kiss the tip of it. 


At that, Severus stiffened and jerked away, and his shyly pleased face soured nearly instantly. “Oh, 
you’ ve become a fan of my greasy beak?” he spat as a barrage of memories tumbled over him, all 
featuring taunting jibes thrown by the Marauders. 


Sirius understood the reaction instantly. The guilt and remorse he felt for how he’d treated Severus 
was never far away, and as he watched Severus shut down, it pounced and captured him within its 
claws. I shouldn’t have made fun of it. Actually, I shouldn’t have made fun ofSeverus. It was 
especially cruel because his nose was large and hooked, but it wasn’t ugly, and neither was he. Of 
course, Sirius found all of his face beautiful, but a compliment couldn’t take back years’ of insults. 
Still, he would try. 


“T’m glad you have no idea how sexy you are. Because-” 
“Shut up.” 


“Why?” Sirius asked with trepidation. The reminder of his bullying had punched a hole through the 
romantic atmosphere, but Severus hadn't pulled away, and he was afraid he would if he said the 
wrong thing. 


“You don’t have to lie to me.” 
“T’m not lying!” Sirius tried to put the truth of his words into his expression and tone. “Sev, I’ve 
never been more attracted to anyone than I am to you.” He’d been with people physically flawless, 
and he’d enjoyed it, but none of that held a candle to his connection with Severus. 


“That’s hard to believe,” Severus said, because it was. It was already difficult to accept Sirius had 
some interest in him, but to believe it was because of some carnal attraction pushed the boundaries 
of believable. 


Even lying in bed together, he didn’t understand it. Sirius was an angel among wizards, and 
Severus was a dungeon bat. 


“Has no one ever told you before?” Sirius asked, though he shouldn’t have because there was no 
good answer to that question. If Severus said never, Sirius would be upset on his behalf, and if he 
said yes, then he would feel a surge of jealousy, no matter how irrational that was considering his 
own history. 


There’d been a rumor at Hogwarts during their sixth year that Severus was involved in some kind 
of triad with Lucius and Narcissa. He wondered if it was true. 


“Of course,” Severus said dismissively. “That doesn’t mean I believe it, especially coming from 
you.” The compliments he’d received in the past had been the more perfunctory kind, said in a 
heated moment and not repeated. There’d never been anyone caressing his skin and looking at him 
like he’d personally hung the moon. 


“Why not?” Sirius asked with sincere disappointment - not for himself and the jealousy he’d 
expected but because he wanted Severus to know how deeply attracted he was. 


“Don't be obtuse.” 
“T’m not! Tell me why you don’t believe me.” 


“Who would ever believe Gryffindor’s heartbreaker would have any interest in greasy Snivellus?” 


Before Severus could say anything else, Sirius grabbed his chin and pulled him into a searing kiss. 
Severus could dismiss his words but couldn't ignore his actions. 


Their mouths collided in a perfect fit. Sirius parted Severus’s lips with his tongue, and he almost 
forgot about the point he was trying to make. 


Severus was stiff at first, but not for very long. It was difficult to be unmoved when the object of 
his desire began to consume him. He opened his mouth against Sirius’s demanding tongue, and fell 
into the softness of the kiss. 


Once Severus was liquid beneath his touch, Sirius wound his fingers through Severus’s long black 
hair and pulled, gently but with urging force, tilting Severus’s head back so the kiss could deepen. 
His other hand roamed Severus’s torso, and he delighted in the responsive reaction Severus has to 
the touch. 


Severus felt like his body had been given over to flame, and he was merely floating above the fire, 
helpless to do more than watch as it consumed all his insecurity and longing. He was aware only 
distantly of the wet sounds of their kisses, both shamefully vulgar and deeply erotic. 


Sirius bent over him until they were both gasping for air. Then he pulled away, but not very far, 
keeping contact through the tips of their noses. “The only reason I haven’t jumped your bones is 
that I want you to be fully comfortable. Believe me, I can’t wait to see what’s under all this fabric.’ 
He gave in to one final kiss and then leaned back enough to run a feather-light hand down the front 
of Severus’s black robes. 


° 


His eyes stayed on Severus’s face, memorizing all the appetizing details: the blush that covered his 
entire face, his red and bitten lips, his heaving chest. Sirius knew he deserved an Order of Merlin 
for the self-restraint he showed in not pouncing on Severus and ravishing him anew. 


“T...believe you now,” Severus said. He was still dazed, but it was no longer because of his doubts 
about their mutual attraction. 


“T’d hope so,” Sirius said with what he hoped was a charming smile and not a lecherous one. “Id 
also hope that you like me. Do you?” 


A little bit of the hazy cloud covering him floated away at that ridiculous question. “Are you 
joking?” Severus was sure he’d said as much before, and if he hadn’t, that kiss should’ ve been ten 
inches of parchment in response. 


Sirius smirked. “Shouldn’t a professor know not to answer a question with another question?” 
Sirius knew he was confusing the other man, and he also knew he wanted Severus to verbalize his 
feelings, if only for his own selfish reasons. 


Before Azkaban, he would never have asked such a thing, but back then he’d had an excess of 
youthful beauty and arrogance. Now he was aged beyond his years, and he wasn’t sure he still held 
any physical appeal. Not to mention, he had a hard time thinking of himself as anything other than 
Severus’s former bully, and he couldn’t fathom how such a horrid history would make him 
attractive. 


For a while, Severus was quiet and still, his gaze averted. The pause carried on so long that Sirius 
became convinced that he would not get the answer he wanted, and he tried to plan an escape route 
that would not involve trampling on either of their feelings. 


Then Severus lifted his head, a little sharply, a little too high, and said, “I do like you, Sirius Black. 


Quite a lot.” 


“Shit.” For once, it was Sirius’s turn to blush. “If we keep this up, Pll need a cold bath.” He 
pressed his palms to his cheek to cover the pinkened skin. 


Severus saw it anyway, and thrilled at the physical evidence that he could affect Sirius in such a 
way, and that triumph combined with the lingering passion of their kiss nearly made him begin to 
disrobe. He’d had quick fucks before, why not now? 


But he already knew why not, reticent though he was to admit it. He really was still too self- 
conscious around Sirius, too uncomfortable. It would be awkward for them both to attempt 
anything. They should wait until it was right, until it would be something worthy of the affection 
they shared. 


The thought of doing the right thing reminded Severus that he had completely failed at the task 
he’d set himself when he arrived at Grimmauld Place. 


“T have to speak with Dumbledore tomorrow,” Severus told Sirius without bothering to hide how 
the prospect intimidated him. Sirius didn’t bother to hide how the prospect inflamed him; the 
headmaster nearly stole Severus before he ever really had him. 


As they laid there, each muddled in his own conflict, a sudden thought occurred to Sirius. “Hey,” 
he said, nudging Severus’s calf to get his attention. “Did you become a spy to protect Lily?” 


He’d first formed his theory after Severus’s confession, seeing how anguished the man had been to 
play a part in his former best friend’s death. He had a hard time believing Severus could feel so 
deeply about something, and in response do nothing. And Severus would have been the most 
conveniently placed person to try and help, no matter how futile his efforts ended up being after 
Pettigrew’s unforeseen betrayal. 


Severus hummed in answer and burrowed into Sirius’s chest. Sirius stroked Severus’s hair 
comfortingly as he talked. “After I realised the Dark Lord meant to kill the Potters, I ran to 
Dumbledore and begged him to protect Lily and her son.” He concentrated hard on the soothing 
fingers in his hair instead of the terrible memories threatening to flood his mind. “He agreed on the 
condition that I became a double agent.” 


“And thus the loyalty to Dumbledore,” Sirius concluded, feeling a swell of respect for the danger 
Severus put himself in at the end of the war. It had been his atonement for the sin of joining the 

Death Eaters in the first place, but he would wager no other servant of the Dark Lord would dare 
betray him, not even to protect those they loved. Severus did it for a friendship far past imploded. 


“Tt was only his testimony and advocacy on my behalf that kept me out of Azkaban.” 


Sirius nodded slowly and kept his face carefully blank, even though the irony of their situations 
was a bitter pill to swallow. Severus had been a Death Eater, and he had walked free. Sirius had 
been innocent, and he had been handed over to the Dementors. It wasn’t about him in that moment, 
so he only asked, “What happened after that?” 


“T completed an advanced course in potion-making, then one in pedagogy, and finally I applied at 
Hogwarts, as Dumbledore wished me to.” 


“You must have done things besides teaching over the years.” 


“At first, I was mostly too grief-stricken and guilt-ridden to do much. I tried to forget what I'd 
done, and what I'd lost.” In those early years after the Dark Lord’s death, Severus often dreamt of 


Lily’s ghost chasing him, screaming at him for killing her, while the ghost of James looked on and 
laughed at his torment. 


“Did it work?” Sirius asked, absentmindedly running a finger over the back of Severus’s hand. 
“Mm. Sometimes. Mostly when I went to the Muggle nightclubs.” 


If Sirius had been given a hundred guesses as to what Severus had done following the war, that 
would not have been one of them. He tried not to look as shocked as he felt. “But you don’t drink.” 


“T didn’t go to drink.” 
“You mean...?” 


Severus’s smirk was answer enough, even before he said, “It kept me busy. I’d teach all day, go 
find someone to bring back to a cheap motel, and then before they woke up I'd be back at 
Hogwarts getting ready to do it all over again.” 


“T can’t picture that,” Sirius said, even as his mind began to conjure the images. He’d done the 
same thing, in that small window between finishing school and the wizarding world fully going to 
hell. But for him it had always been lads’ night. He’d never gone home with anyone, even though 
there’d been many eyes caught across busy dance floors. 


He imagined one of those dark, cramped rooms, smelling of cigarette smoke and sweat, and then 
inserted Severus, like how he looked on the walks with Padfoot but a few years older. The thought 
was appealing, but not as much as the true events that had led them to sharing their hearts while 
entwined in bed. He wouldn’t change where they’d ended up. 


“Tt’s not much to picture. I’d flirt with whoever caught my eye that night and most of the time that 
was all it took.” 


“Will I ever be on the receiving end of that powerful Snape flirtation?” 


Severus must have drawn some confidence from the reminder of his youthful adventures, because 
instead of getting shy, he tilted his head to purr in Sirius’s ear, “If you’re lucky.” 


Sirius felt the quick touch of Severus’s lips on his, and then Severus turned away, keeping his back 
pressed up against Sirius. Sirius rested an arm over Severus’s waist and drew them even closer 
together. 


Severus sank into the warmth behind him, the soft mattress beneath him, and the soothing sound of 
fire consuming wood. He dipped into sleep easily, even with Sirius’s breath tickling the back of his 
neck. 


Severus woke first in the morning. He laid still, tranquil inside and comfortable out, and did not 
understand how he’d stumbled his way into a life he did not deserve. Death Eaters did not get 
happily ever afters. 


The fire had burnt out in the middle of the night. Somewhere along Grimmauld Place, there were 
birds chirping, and within the sitting room they could be heard, though only just beneath Sirius’s 
deep breathing filling the air. 


Severus shifted, wondering if he should get up, and still that slight movement Sirius’s arms 


tightened around him, settling the debate without a word. 


It was his first time waking up with a lover, which amused him horribly when he considered Sirius 
had not even physically earned the title, and all the nameless people he’d used to escape his grief 
weren’t worthy of it. But still, that was what Sirius was, and Severus was anxious to do things 
right. 


He was, unfortunately, also anxious about a great deal more than that. Dumbledore’s disapproving 
face would not leave him alone for long, and thoughts of the headmaster invariably brought fears 
of the Dark Lord’s theorized return, of a possible upcoming war, of needing to once more fill the 
role of double agent. 


It was nearly depraved to set his own happiness above the survival of the wizarding world, but the 
deep yearning he had for Sirius’s affection made it hard to regret the choice he’d made. 


Still wrapped within Sirius’s octopus grip, Severus carefully stretched out an arm and rolled his 
wand off the nightstand. Tempus revealed it was time for him to get back to Hogwarts and prepare 
for another day of preventing catastrophic potion accidents. He tried once more to ease his way out 
of bed, but Sirius held firm. 


“Black, wake up,” Severus whispered as he rolled over. It really was unfair that even with his hair 
mussed from, one cheek squished against his pillow, and distinctive morning breath, Sirius was so 
breathtakingly attractive. Azkaban had changed him, torn away the youthful arrogance that had 
drawn so many before, but it had not diminished his beauty. It helped that he was finally filling out 
and gaining colour, and Severus took full credit for that. 


Sirius cracked one eye open and smiled. “I love when you look at me like that,” he said, and 
opened the other eye as he shifted to a seated position against the headboard. “Good morning, 
Sev.” He brushed a kiss against Severus’s cheek. 


All the calm Severus felt that morning deserted him the moment those full lips touched his skin. 
“Tm running late,” he blurted out, which was a lie, but he was all of the sudden frazzled, and he 
was annoyed with himself for being that way, and it all jumbled together to make him fall apart. 


“You don’t even have time for breakfast?” 


Severus didn’t answer. He focused instead on flattening his ears against his head, feeling the heat 
and cursing their predilection for turning red. 


Sirius noticed the discomfort and asked, in as carefully a neutral tone as he could manage, “Have 
you changed your mind about us?” Maybe Severus had dreamed of Sirius’s cruelties, and decided 
it was too much to forgive. 


“Of course not,” Severus said, a little snappish because he’d permanently rejected the idea of 
walking away from Sirius. 


“Then - quit that, look at me, please.” Sirius reached up and tugged Severus’s hands away from his 
ears, and then held them within his own. The touch and the eye contact nearly derailed him from 
the point he was going to make, but he was able to recover. “If we’re making a real go at this, we 
have to talk to each other. If something’s bothering you, tell me, and we can fix it.” 


Severus clenched his hands within Sirius’s. The other man made it seem like it was such a simple 
thing to blabber his feelings and stresses; maybe to him, it was, but Severus was used to guarding 
his thoughts and revealing them selectively and only when necessary. If it was important to Sirius, 


he’d have to try. 


“T don’t know what I’m doing,” he admitted in a low voice. “I’ve never...dated anyone before 
and-” 


“Wait, wait. Not even with anyone from the nightclubs?” 


“One night stands,” Severus said dismissively. “Even if I’d been interested in someone, it would 
not have been a good idea. Dumbledore believed, and still does, that the Dark Lord could return at 
any time, and so I should be without unnecessary entanglements.” 


Sirius frowned as he brushed a strand of hair off Severus’s forehead. “He told you not to get 
involved with anyone?” 


“It was my decision,” Severus said. He tried to keep his voice soothing; he could see within Sirius 
a brewing dislike of the headmaster. “I have to protect myself.” 


Even if the Dark Lord never returned, Severus had a lifetime’s worth of adversaries to be conscious 
of: the Death Eaters that had slithered out of punishment and ever since walked freely among the 
wizarding world, and now saw him as a traitor. If he was close with anyone, that would only give 
the cruelest among them a method of punishment. 


“Tt sounds like you’ ve hardly been living. ’Il have to change that.” Sirius kept his tone light and 
flirtatious, trying to salvage the end of their night together. He’d spent too long making mistakes 
when it came to Severus; he was determined to better himself, for the both of them and their 
budding relationship. 


Sirius leaned forward and pressed a tender kiss to Severus’s forehead, and then trailed his lips 
down Severus’s nose, and finally came to rest briefly on his mouth. He mumbled into Severus’s 
lips, “Guess that makes me your first boyfriend.” 


Severus jerked away, and the blush that was becoming more and more familiar bloomed across his 
face. “Since when am I your boyfriend?” 


“Oh,” Sirius said in exaggerated understanding, “you want a dramatic and romantic display of 
affection. Don’t worry, [ll go all out.” 


“If you enjoy having ten fingers and ten toes, I’d advise against it,” Severus said, and half of the 
threat in his voice was real. He’d watched Sirius Black grow up, and so he knew first hand how 
outlandish he could get. Torturous images of skywriting and balloon bouquets flashed through his 
mind. 


Who could forget the post-Quidditch victory fireworks celebration in their third year? A golden 
lion erupted above the pitch, snarling at the Slytherin players and snapping at the spectators, while 
Sirius and Potter swooped among the exploding lights, heads thrown back in laughter. 


Sirius only laughed at Severus’s threat, though there’d been a time when the same words would 
have him reaching for his wand. “I won’t do anything,” Sirius said solemnly, lifting a hand as 
though swearing a vow, “if you say it.” 


“Say what?” Severus asked suspiciously, seeing straight through Sirius’s pretense of innocence. 
“Say that ’'m your boyfriend.” 


Though Sirius was partially teasing, and he enjoyed the way Severus floundered in response, a 


large part of him was very sincere in wanting to hear Severus confirm it. Maybe it was juvenile; it 
was Severus’s first relationship, and his first since he was barely into his twenties. They deserved a 
little frivolity. 


“Do I have to?” Severus grumped. 
“Seems like it.” 


Severus stammered for several moments, tripping over hems and haws, his cheeks and neck a deep 
scarlet. “You’re...my...” was the closest he managed before snapping, “This is ridiculous.” 


“C’mon, love. It’s only one more word.” Sirius kissed Severus deeply, enjoying the touch for its 
own sake and hoping it would draw out the declaration he suddenly wanted. 


Severus froze at the pet name, and melted at the kiss, even with the hints of morning breath. He 
knew then that he would do anything Sirius wanted, even if the cost was his own pride, and he also 
knew that having such a weakness would probably be the death of him, sooner or later. 


“..boyfriend,” Severus, lips still prickling, finished as Sirius drew back. 


Sirius grinned, delighted by the word, by Severus’s flush, by the morning, by the night before. He 
pictured mornings where they’d have more to do when they woke up, and he indulged in the 
fantasies for a few stolen seconds before saying, “I’d love to spend all day in this bed with you, but 
I know we can’t.” 


It was with a sharp note of reluctance that they climbed out of the bed. Severus headed to the 
downstairs bathroom to freshen up for the hordes of children awaiting him, and Sirius climbed the 
stairs to the bathroom where it had all begun. They were separated by a floor, and still wore 
identical goofy smiles, and moved eagerly to reunite in the kitchen. 


They squeezed in a quick breakfast, trading affectionate glances and hand brushes, and they were 
scraping their plates empty when there was the tell-tale crack of Apparition from the entryway. 


Sirius shoved his chair back and hurried to investigate, Severus close behind, and stopped short 
when he arrived and found Albus Dumbledore maintaining a dignified pose, hands clasped behind 
his back. Severus tensed at his presence; Sirius only barely held back a glare. 


“Good morning,” Dumbledore greeted calmly. He surely knew how unwelcome his arrival was, 
but he didn’t show it. 


“Headmaster,” Severus said. 


Sirius itched to express his resentment towards the headmaster. Severus was not his son, nor his 
ward, and he had no standing to play the overprotective father. 


“T expected you to return to my office.” Dumbledore’s gaze stayed on Severus. “Since you did not, 
I surmise you have made your decision.” 


Severus looked collected and cold; his only tell was the briefest chewing of his lower lip. “I have.” 
He tried to keep his face smooth even as he felt a current tug him into deep waters of anxiety. He’d 
never disobeyed Dumbledore before, not even in the orders that came couched as suggestions like 
the one about staying away from Sirius. 


Sirius caught the uncertainty, and moved closer to Severus, taking his hand. “We’re together,” he 
announced, intertwining their fingers. 


Dumbledore’s eyes dipped to their joined hands, to the contrast between the scarred and the pale, 
pristine flesh. “I can see that.” 


Severus appreciated Sirius’s confidence in their relationship, but he also needed the matter handled 
as non-confrontationally as possible. “Headmaster,” he began carefully, but Dumbledore held up a 
hand to stop him. 


“Don’t worry, Severus,” he said with a gentle smile. “You’re an adult, and one that I trust with my 
life. I know you considered the matter deeply and with great thought. I sincerely hope the path 
you’ve chosen leads you to many years of happiness.” Dumbledore chuckled when both of the men 
looked at him in surprise. 


Sirius was not soothed by Dumbledore’s words. If anything, he found the calm demeanor 
suspicious. But Severus relaxed at the acceptance, letting out a breath he hadn’t meant to hold. 
“Thank you, Albus.” 


“That being said, I would like to speak to Sirius in private.” He watched Sirius as he sat down on 
the sofa, and did not miss the light squeeze he gave to Severus’s hand. 


Severus looked like he was going to protest, so Sirius leaned over and kissed his cheek gently. 
“Don’t worry, love. I'll see you tonight.” 


Did Sirius think their new relationship meant Severus would no longer hex him for being so bold? 
He was about to, and had his wand in hand, when Dumbledore chuckled, reminding them both that 
they had an audience. Severus could hardly curse Sirius in front of the man who had just confessed 
to trusting him, so he swallowed the spell and tucked his wand away. 


“Don’t do anything stupid,” Severus said. Sirius was not the least bit intimidated and only waved a 
hand carelessly. Severus threw a handful of powder into the fireplace and flooed back to Hogwarts 
in time for his morning classes. 


As soon as they were alone, Sirius’s devil-may-care smile dropped. He fell into an armchair and 
hunched down, sprawling out his legs in an act of moodiness that would have earned him a 
Stinging Hex from his mother. 


“What did you want to say?” Sirius asked gruffly. 


Dumbledore leaned against the cushion behind him and took note of the change in the man 
opposite him. Sirius had been a bright flame in school, burning too hotly at times perhaps, but 
brimming with confidence and aspirations. He’d liked Dumbledore, or at the very least respected 
him. Now he shone with mistrust and resentment. 


“Sirius, I understand your suspicion and anger, but I’m here with good intent.” 


“T doubt that,” Sirius scoffed. “Where was your good intent when I was thrown into Azkaban, 
locked away like a dog in a kennel? Your word could’ve kept me out of there.” 


Sirius knew he’d made mistakes. He’d chased after Peter; he’d chosen vengeance over his duty to 
care for Harry. His rash decision and the trap it led him to were his own fault. It still stung that not 
one of his former colleagues advocated for him. Even simply demanding a trial would have 
revealed the truth. 


Dumbledore sighed, and it seemed that exhale took with it all his power and might. His imposing 
figure slumped into an aged wizard past his glory days. “I grieve the years of your life lost to 
Azkaban. I, unfortunately, cannot return them to you.” The regret in his words seemed genuine. His 


gaze was soft and unfocused as he spoke. “The evidence against you was circumstantial but given 
how you were found and the magical community’s eagerness to punish Voldemort’s supporters... 
your charges were easy to believe.” 


“And you didn’t do anything. You should’ve known I would have died before betraying them!” 
Sirius didn’t want excuses or apologies. He wanted an explanation. James was his first and best 
friend, the boy that Sirius ran to when fleeing his parents. How could Dumbledore have believed 
Sirius could betray him? 


Sirius felt a great swell of irritation when Dumbledore only smiled and said, “Severus said the 
same thing.” He stared over at the fireplace Severus had disappeared within. “After your arrest, he 
came to me and said he wanted to find Lily’s true killer, because it surely wasn’t you.” Sirius 
softened slightly at the mention of Severus’s long-term belief in his innocence. But whatever had 
been soothed inside him hardened again when Dumbledore added, “I was surprised at his 
insistence, but his motivation-” 


“Lily,” Sirius interrupted bitterly. It was incredible how his emotions could shift so fully from one 
moment to the next. 


Sirius knew that Severus only believed in his innocence because he knew what a pair Sirius and 
James were, for better or worse, and that Lily had been the beginning of his redemption. Hearing 
Dumbledore confirm it so easily brought a sourness to Sirius’s mouth, and that only worsened his 
mood. He didn’t want to be jealous of Lily, who Severus had never even confirmed romantic 
feelings towards. There could be no contest for Severus’s affection when one of the competitors 
was dead. Not to mention, being jealous simply felt horrible. 


He wished then that Severus could come back through the flames, hold him, and share a tender 
gaze so that Sirius could see his reflection in his lover’s eyes. He’d only just left and Sirius already 
longed for his return. Was that what love felt like? 


“Severus avoided Azkaban only very narrowly,” Dumbledore said, breaking Sirius from his 
thoughts. “If I'd tried the same tactics for you, it would’ve created more problems than it solved. 
Even so many years later, there are influential people that despise his position at Hogwarts.” 


Sirius’s lips tightened against the futility of the conversation. “Is this why you came?” He had a 
strong suspicion that it was not. 


“No, Sirius. If I have your hatred, I deserve it.” 
“Then why are you here?” 


The gaze Dumbledore fixed on Sirius was strong and firm. Sirius felt his shoulders straightening 
and tensing, as though preparing for an attack. 


“How serious are you about Severus?” 
Sirius blinked. That was not the question he expected. 


“Throughout my life, ’ ve made many mistakes. One of the ones I regret most is that I did not do 
more for Severus when he was a student under my care.” The solemnity in his furrowed brow 
emphasized the wrinkles on his face. “Maybe if I’d offered my hand sooner, he wouldn’t have 
been so quick to take Voldemort’s.” 


Dumbledore’s regret was not limited to Severus. There were many Slytherin students seduced by 
Tom Riddle’s power and charm. Their naivety and youth made them easy targets, and those 


weaknesses lived on in their children. Even knowing where their paths would lead, Dumbledore 
could do little but hope one of them would choose to turn away from their parents, though 
sometimes he admitted how foolish of a hope it was. 


That was Dumbledore’s duty: to watch the things he’d rather turn away from, and to make 
decisions he’d rather place in someone else’s lap. 


“Severus has proven his loyalty time and again. His role as a spy was vital to our efforts in the first 
war. If Voldemort returns, we will need him again.” 


Severus was a talented potion master and skilled duelist, but more than that, he was perfectly 
placed as a double agent with powerful Occlumency abilities. For that, he was invaluable. And 
while Dumbledore did not doubt Severus’s control and talent, he also knew how volatile 
relationships could make people, and this was Severus’s first. 


Dumbledore had often wanted Severus to find whatever companionship could make him happy, 
but he’d never imagined it would be Sirius Black. Sirius had his own strengths, but he was volatile, 
and that combined with emotional vulnerability could send Severus spinning. 


When Sirius heard Dumbledore’s answer, a great fear unleashed within him. “That’s too 
dangerous!” 


His mind spun with the awful memory of Severus after a disgruntled Death Eater has gotten ahold 
of him. How much worse could Voldemort do? How could Dumbledore dare consider sending 
Severus into such a situation? If Severus was ever revealed as a spy...Sirius couldn’t even stomach 
the possibility. 


“Severus knows and accepts the risks,” Dumbledore said with gentle firmness. 


“Why do you ask if I’m serious about him?” Repeating the question back made Sirius feel like he 
was speaking to Severus’s overprotective father. 


Dumbledore rose off the sofa and laced his hands behind his back. He peered down at Sirius, who 
fought the urge to rise and reduce the height difference. “I won’t deny Severus any happiness, but 
I’m not convinced that’s what you’ll bring him. Your past was difficult and your present is in 
turmoil.” He wasn’t speaking purely as the strategist headmaster he often had to be. He cared for 
Severus, and if the man was daring to open up despite his usually distant nature, it should be to 
someone who was good for him. 


“ll never hurt him again,” Sirius said with conviction, finally rising to use his height to impress 
the force behind his words. “Never.” 


Sirius regretted all the pain he’d caused Severus. He’d been an idiot; he wasn’t going to be one 
again and ruin the happiness they’d found together. 


Dumbledore was surprised at how earnest Sirius sounded. He looked him over, evaluating the truth 
in his words. “If that’s the case, then I believe ve outstayed my welcome.” The tension within 
him melted away, replaced by his usual mild, cheery exterior. “Have a good day, Sirius.” 


He Disapparated before Sirius could respond, leaving him alone in the room, drained and 
confused. He fell back onto the armchair he’d just vacated. 


Dumbledore really had been acting like Severus’s father. When Sirius dated before, he’d avoided 
meeting the parents. He’d never cared to face the threats or the judgment or the distaste. But now 
that he’d lived through it, it hadn’t been nearly as bad as he’d always imagined. 


No sooner had Sirius decided that when green flames bearing Dumbledore’s head popped up in the 
fireplace. “One last thing. I hope I made it clear that if you do hurt Severus, there will be no safe 
hiding place for you in the world, wizarding or Muggle.” 


As fast as the head appeared, it was gone. 
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Sirius leapt off the sofa when he heard the familiar sound of the fireplace crackling to life. He 
grinned as he dashed over just in time to see Severus step out of the emerald flames. 


Severus did not even have time to brush the ash off his robes before Sirius threw his arms around 
him in a tight welcoming hug. 


Severus was still for a moment, unsure what to do. Hesitantly, slightly awkwardly, he brought his 
hands to Sirius’s back to return the gesture. 


“You can’t imagine how much I’ve missed you,” Sirius whispered as he buried his head into the 
crook of Severus’s neck. He inhaled deeply, intoxicated by Severus’s scent, and relaxed fully, 
thinking he could stay like that forever. 


Severus felt his heart accelerate within his chest. How could Sirius turn his world upside down so 
easily? “It was only a few hours,” he said flatly. 


“A few seconds away from you feels like an eternity,” Sirius teased, pulling his head back to look 
Severus in the eyes. 


Severus’s mouth twisted. “Are you trying to give me diabetes?” 


Sirius wasn’t discouraged by the sourness of the reply; if anything, he found it charming, and he 
laughed in answer. “Of course. Then you can stay here and I'll be your caretaker.” He took 
Severus’s face in his hands gently and stroked his thumbs over his cheekbones. Severus’s ears 
went predictably, wonderfully red. 


“Will it always be like this?” Severus asked, pulling his arms back and tucking his hands against 
Sirius’s chest. Beneath his palm he felt a furiously beating heart. 


“Do you not want it to be?” Sirius asked, biting his lips in concern. If it were up to him, he would 
smother Severus in kisses and compliments, all day every day. But maybe that was overwhelming. 
He’d have to work on pulling it back for his partner’s sake. 


“Tt’s not that I don’t enjoy it,” Severus said quietly. “It’s that I’m not accustomed to it...and I’m not 
sure I can do the same for you.” 


In truth, Severus was scared. Sirius was clearly affectionate and touchy. They probably had an 
equally lengthy sexual history, but Sirius had him soundly beat when it came to romantic pasts. 
What if Severus couldn’t handle it? More realistically, what if Sirius got sick of his shyness and 
awkwardness and gave up? 


Sirius only breathed a sigh of relief and leaned forward to place a light kiss on the lips he loved. 


They were so soft he felt like he was kissing silk. “There’s no rush,” Sirius assured him. “We’ll do 
what feels right for us.” 


Severus nodded, swallowed, and looked away at the clock. “Are you hungry?” 


“Always,” Sirius joked and led Severus to the kitchen by the hand. Severus shook his head, but by 
the time they reached the kitchen a small smile played on his lips. He let go of Sirius’s hand to 
open the fridge in search of ingredients for dinner. 


Sirius watched him from the doorway, shocked by the soft curve of Severus’s lips. Fucking Merlin, 
it only took a smile to make him even more of a fool in love. 


He knew that Severus worried about where their relationship was heading, and he had his own 
concerns. He’d been with men before, but only casually. When it came to the depths of their 
feelings, they were both inexperienced. 


The bright side was that they could learn together. They could enjoy simple moments like this, 
reuniting after a long day and having dinner together. Watching Severus putter around the kitchen, 
Sirius had the luxury of imagining he hadn’t lost twelve years of his life, that he’d always been in 
this house waiting for someone to come home. 


“Uncle Sirius!” 


Sirius looked up from his newspaper to see Tonks and Remus enter the house. They were fresh off 
a mission for the Order; their smiles almost hid the weariness on their faces. 


Sirius dropped the magazine and hugged his pink-haired niece. “It’s about time you showed up. I 
was beginning to think you’d forgotten me.” 


“T would never!” Tonks grinned and matched his mock outrage. 


Remus watched with an amused smile. Seeing the two of them together, the family resemblance 
and the shared rebellious streak was uncanny. “How have you been?” he asked as Sirius turned and 
pulled him into a hug as well. 


“My dear Moony,” Sirius said with theatrical, but not false, happiness. “Better than ever.” 


Remus lifted an eyebrow as he took in the excited state of his friend. Sirius seemed to have 
regressed to his teenage self, bursting with energy and good humor. 


“And the reason for that is...?” He trailed off expectantly, looking at Sirius for an answer. 


Tonks looked at Sirius thoughtfully. “Something tells me it has to do with a certain potions 
professor.” 


Remus and Sirius reacted with identical expressions of shock. Tonks grinned when she realised 
Sirius’s cheeks were growing red. 


“How did you know?” Sirius demanded. Could it be that obvious? Tonks had been away for 
months! No one should know but Dumbledore. 


At the question, Remus twisted from Tonks to Sirius so fast that it was a miracle he didn’t snap his 
neck. “Really?!” 


“Last time we talked you were all about getting along with Professor Snape. Forgive me for saying 
so, but there’s not much else going on around here to make you so happy.” She shrugged her 
shoulders to ease the sting of reminding Sirius that he was trapped in Grimmauld Place. 


“Ah...right.” Somehow his intention to simply smooth things over with Severus had turned into a 
relationship. He let out a small breath and wondered if Tonks wasn’t a Legilimens alongside a 
Metamorphagus. 


It wasn’t that Sirius cared if they knew. He was too old to carry out some secret tryst. It was only 
that he hadn’t considered telling anyone, and now he was about to tell his niece and his friend. 
Once they knew, Harry would not be long after, and Severus would probably share it too, maybe 
with the Malfoys. 


“Are you getting along, then?” Remus asked with a mix of surprise and skepticism. Considering 
their history, he would’ve more readily believed they’d killed each other than become friends. He 
didn’t want to be pessimistic but he knew Snape to be stubborn, spiteful, and suspicious. 


“More than getting along,” Sirius said vaguely, still not sure how much to share. 


Remus’s confused expression did not change because he didn’t understand what Sirius meant, but 
Tonks’s smile froze on her face. “Oh...” she breathed. “You mean...you and Professor Snape...?” 


Sirius rubbed at the back of his head and chuckled as he nodded. He felt a little relief that 
technically he hadn’t had to say it; she’d figured it out on her own, and pretty quickly. 


Remus took longer to catch on, but when he did his expression made Sirius burst out laughing. 
Remus stumbled backward into the nearest chair, clutching at the armrests. “How is this possible?” 


“T told you not to fall for Snape,” Tonks said, waggling her eyebrows suggestively. 
Sirius managed to stuff his laughter back long enough to say, “I fell into his trap.” 
“Did you fall, or did you run?” Tonks impishly changed her pink hair to red. 


Remus, coming out of his shock, rubbed his forehead and thought of what a headache it was to be 
in the same room as two members of the Black family. 


“Sirius,” he called with quiet solemnity, and they both turned to look at him. “Are you sure about 
this?” 


Sirius knew Remus’s doubt was more than fair. He’d spent his adolescence harassing and insulting 
Severus. In fact, the doubt made more sense than Severus’s ability to forgive him. Sirius still didn’t 
understand how he’d been able to move on from all that had been done to him. Their awful past 
could easily become a ghost that haunted their new relationship, and the sweet words they 
whispered to each other could just as easily become poisoned weapons. 


“T am,” he assured Remus. “I know it sounds mad...a couple months ago we hated each other and 
now...” Sirius trailed off, gesturing vaguely, wishing his hands could do the talking. Eventually he 
added, “I don’t want to be away from him.” 


Remus examined his lap, feeling a little embarrassed by such a bald display of devotion. The only 
other time he’d seen Sirius so earnest was when he’d been named Harry’s godfather. It wasn’t like 
him to take a relationship so seriously, let alone one with Severus Snape. 


“How romantic,” Tonks cooed, trying to lighten the tension in the room. “Loads of people from my 


year will be devastated to find out Snape is off the market.” 


Sirius rolled his eyes and snorted in exasperation, which made the others laugh as they recognized 
the jealousy within the reaction. 


“Don’t worry, Sirius. If Snape is with you, I doubt anyone else could draw him away.” She didn’t 
have to be her former professor’s personal friend to see he wasn’t the type to have many partners. 


Sirius proudly puffed out his chest and winked at his niece. “Of course not! ’m in my own 
league.” 


Tonks’s exuberant laugh melted away the last of the tension in the room. 


“Now that I think about it,” Remus said, rubbing his chin thoughtfully, “you always were obsessed 
with Snape.” The seriousness in his tone was undermined by the twinkling in his eyes that showed 
how much he enjoyed teasing his friend. 


“Seems that way,” Sirius said with a small smile. While he indulged in a few moments 
reminiscing, Tonks internally composed a version of their romance that could outrival any novel. 


“You were like a boy pulling pigtails, aggravating him to get his attention. And you became so foul 
when you saw him with Malfoy or your cousins.” Remus continued poking at Sirius, sharing secret 
thoughts he’d harbored for years. 


He’d lost track of how many times Sirius had bitterly complained about the hypocrisy of the other 
Slytherins, claiming blood supremacy but then doting on a boy of partial Muggle origin. He 
couldn’t forget the way Sirius could find Snape in any crowd, or pluck him out from any of his 
shadowy hiding places. 


Sirius looked away as he nodded to confirm what Remus said. “Yeah, I was an idiot,” he said with 
a disappointed sigh. If he’d taken a minute to stop the bullying and really think about how he felt, 
maybe he’d have realised the truth sooner. And maybe everything would be different. 


The, “what ifs,” could easily drive Sirius mad if he allowed them to. What if he’d made amends in 
school, would they have started dating that much sooner? What if their relationship erased James’s 
jealousy, would he have stopped hurting Severus too? What if they’d all become friends, would 
that have made a difference in how the war played out? 


“We all were,” Remus agreed softly. He hadn’t committed as many acts of violence against Snape, 
but he hadn’t prevented many either. Every time he saw the other man, the burden of his guilt 
weighed heavy. 


“But now you’re together!” Tonks said cheerfully. 


Sirius beamed as he looked at her. “You’re right,” he said, still marveling at his good fortune. They 
all shared a smile, and the conversation drifted to other topics. 


“Sev,” Sirius said with quiet urgency, looking up from the chess board. “I have to tell you 
something.” He looked pathetically at Severus as he prepared to make his confession; he wished he 
could turn into Padfoot and let his flattened ears and tucked tail do all the talking. 


“Out with it,” Severus said, tugging his attention from the white queen. He sat up and crossed his 
arms, as though steeling himself for something unpleasant. 


Sirius swallowed hard. He wasn’t easily intimidated, but he quailed under Severus’s stern gaze. It 
must be a teacher thing. “It’s possible that Remus and Tonks might have potentially found out 
about us.” 


“What do you mean it’s possible?” Severus asked, lifting a weary hand to rub at his nose. “You 
told them.” 


“No!” Sirius insisted heatedly; he felt like a disobedient child on the verge of being punished. “I... 
said something and they figured it out on their own.” 


The silence that followed was oppressive. Sirius watched Severus worriedly; he was so still that he 
might have been peacefully meditating, except the lack of emotion on his face was so complete 
that he could’ve passed for a statue. 


For his part, Severus was conflicted. He didn’t like the idea of others knowing about their 
relationship. It was called his private life for a reason. He supposed he should make an exception, 
though, since it wasn’t just his life but Sirius’s as well. Sirius was not geared toward subtlety or 
hiding strong emotion. 


The odd thing was...he wasn’t angry. He felt a little uncomfortable, but not enough to start an 
argument. He looked at Sirius fidgeting in his chair and said, “Understood.” Then he ordered his 
queen to move, putting Sirius into checkmate. 


Sirius was too focused on the conversation to notice he’d lost. “You aren’t angry?” he asked, 
searching his boyfriend’s face for even subtle hints of discomfort. 


“Not really.” Severus shrugged. “I understand that you want your friend and niece to know about 
us...as long as you don’t go shouting it from the rooftops.” He shot Sirius a significant look of 
warning, and Sirius responded by tossing his forearm over his eyes dramatically. 


“Your reticence wounds me.” He lowered his arm and regarded Severus. “You...haven’t told 
anyone?” 


“Just Dumbledore.” 
“Isn’t there anyone you want to tell?” 


“Do you have someone in mind?” Judging by the intensity in his gaze, Severus was fairly certain 
he did. 


“Maybe the Malfoys?” Sirius fidgeted with the edge of the chessboard; Severus’s only response 
was to lift his eyebrows in the way he always did. “I know you’re close to them. And that you're 
Draco’s godfather.” 


“How did you...? Ah. Nymphadora, I presume.” Severus could not say he was surprised; she was 
never one to miss the opportunity to cram her foot into her mouth. “You understand that I can’t 
exactly share our relationship. You’re a fugitive, and we’re supposed to hate each other.” Severus 
spoke flatly, like he would to a particularly ignorant student. 


Sirius clicked his tongue; he’d forgotten the tiny detail that he was a wanted man. “But if I wasn’t 
the Ministry’s most wanted, would you tell them?” he asked, adopting a pleading expression. He 
wasn’t really sure why he was being so insistent. Perhaps because it would be a sign that Severus 
was serious about them. 


“Probably,” Severus replied. If the time ever came that Sirius was found innocent, and if 


Voldemort’s return wasn’t a looming threat, he would tell them. They wouldn’t take it well, but he 
would do it just the same. “You do know that you can’t tell Potter, or any student.” 


His voice left no room for argument. Sirius nodded, though he was a little disappointed. He’d 
wanted to share his happiness with Harry. He looked away, and finally noticed the checkmate. 


“Again?” he complained. Severus let out a small laugh, which was so rare and pleasant that it 
wiped out any of Sirius’s indignation. “ 


That’s enough chess for you today. I'll go draw your bath,” Severus said, rising gracefully from 
his chair. He picked up the container of potions and herbs that he’d left on the floor. They were no 
longer necessary, but he knew Sirius liked them. 


Severus’s cloak and robes were hung on the coat rack, leaving him in a shirt and vest - all black as 
usual, but much more closely cut than his typical attire. He finally felt comfortable enough to walk 
around in a less-dressed state, and Sirius was fully appreciative of that. His eyes roamed his 
boyfriend’s body without bothering to hide what he was doing. Severus was so gorgeous; Sirius 
found himself getting up and wrapping his arms around Severus’s slender waist. 


Severus tensed at first but he relaxed quickly, bringing his hands up and resting them on top of 
Sirius’s. Sirius pressed his face into Severus’s neck, enjoying that scent he loved so much. 


“We could bathe together,” Sirius suggested. Like always, Severus’s ears reddened, and like 
always, it brought a smug smile to Sirius’s face. 


Severus’s heart pounded as his eyes fell shut and he imagined exactly what that would entail: Sirius 
and him naked together in the bathroom, sharing the tub, the warm water, and surely...he let his 
head fall back and rest as he enjoyed the possibilities and the radiant heat of a human holding him 
close. Bathing together was a tempting offer, and he saw no reason to refuse. 


Severus turned and faced Sirius; a storm of feelings thundered into him as he met those warm, grey 
eyes. He closed his eyes and moved closer to kiss Sirius’s lips. 


Sirius was surprised to feel Severus initiate, and overwhelmingly pleased. When Severus’s tongue 
slid along his lip, he opened his mouth without hesitation, and drew their bodies tightly together. 
He surrendered to the fiery kiss, to the slick slide of their tongues, to their sharp nasal breaths as 
they refused to break away from each other. 


The longer they kissed, the hotter Sirius burned, and within the flames of their passion he could 
feel his sanity turning to ash. No matter how tightly he pressed, they couldn’t be close enough; no 
matter where he caressed Severus, he wasn’t touching enough. 


The lack of fresh air drove them apart eventually, flushed and breathing heavily, with eyes that 
sparkled at what was to come. 


“Wow,” Sirius said with an unrestrained grin. It was the most beautiful smile Severus had ever 
seen - the most beautiful anything. He’d never thought anyone would look at him with such 
devotion. “So...about that bath...” Sirius punctuated each word with a kiss along his jaw. 


Severus melted beneath those kisses, and his brain turned to mush. He took Sirius’s face in his 
hands so that he could function enough to answer. “I think we can make it work.” 


Sirius was still grinning when he intertwined their hands. They climbed the stairs together, and in 
the bathroom Sirius went straight to fill up the tub while Severus finished preparing the bath 
additives. 


The combination of the scent of mint, the peaceful shade of green the dyed water took on, and the 
warmth of the steam was powerfully relaxing. It was almost enough to feel like you were outside, 
bathing in a hot spring, and usually that sense of escape was what Sirius craved. That day his 
attention was fixed solely on Severus. 


“Take off your clothes.” It was close enough to an order that ordinarily Sirius might have refused 
on rebellious principle. With it coming hoarsely from Severus’s mouth, beneath black eyes full of 
eager desire, Sirius obeyed instantly. 


Sirius’s smile was suggestive as he stripped off his clothes: shoes, socks, belt, shirt, and finally 
trousers, leaving him in just his pants. “Do you like what you see?” he asked, striking a pose. He 
knew that the years were long gone where he’d had an objectively desirable body, but Severus’s 
hungry gaze made him feel young and handsome all over again. 


“You really are an exhibitionist.” 


Sirius didn’t deny it. He liked his body, and always had. There’d been a time he’d celebrated 
winning a Quidditch match by flinging off his robes and sprinting around the pitch in his pants. 
McGonagall had nearly kicked him off the team, and the punishment she selected was just as 
harsh, but it had been fun. 


He met Severus’s eyes as he reached down and took off his last article of clothing, leaving him as 
naked as the day he was born. His ego only swelled further at Severus’s sharp intake as he eased 
himself into the bath. 


He leaned against the ceramic end of the tub, submerging almost entirely into its warm depths, and 
felt a low pull of desire as Severus removed his vest and, with a flick of his wand, tied his hair into 
a low ponytail. 


Severus paused for a moment, looking bitter, and then he rolled up his sleeves, revealing the Dark 
Mark on his forearm. 


Sirius felt a chill run through him at the sight of the awful tattoo. His time in the Aurors had led 
him into countless encounters with the Mark, both on the arms of people he hunted and above 
buildings he never wanted to enter. He’d forgotten his boyfriend would have it, but as quickly as 
the shock passed through him, he spotted Severus’s look of distress, and moved to get out of the 
bath. Severus shook his head, waving Sirius off, and moved over to the things he’d brought, now 
arranged in a basket. 


“Aren’t you going to get in?” Sirius asked quietly. 


Severus shook his head once more, pressing his forearm into his hip so the Mark was hidden once 
more. “I think it’s too soon for that.” 


Sirius wanted to hit himself and wished, not for the first time, that he was more like Severus and 
better able to hide his emotions. Instead he was an open book, and clearly Severus had read his 
reaction to the Dark Mark quite easily. 


“T’m sorry. I didn’t - it wasn’t because of you. It’s just...” 


Sirius stumbled into silence. He didn’t know what he could say to fix things. He desperately 
wanted to take a bath with Severus; he desperately wanted a lot more than that. But it was clear 
that, though the bath remained hot, the temperature between them had cooled significantly. 


“Tt’s fine,” Severus said. In fact, it was the reaction he expected when he touched his sleeve. That 


he wasn’t surprised didn’t mean he wasn’t hurt. He’d spent years being called a dungeon bat, in 
part because he wore all black, and he’d done so because a consistent wardrobe made it easier to 
hide the scars and marks on his arms. Over time, the clothing had come to feel more like armor, 
protecting him from his past. 


He would’ ve hidden the Dark Mark with a glamour if it was possible. Since it wasn’t, he wore long 
sleeves and stuck to Muggle hook ups, where he could pass it off as a simple tattoo. 


Seeing the shame and despair in Severus’s eyes, Sirius reached out over the tub and took hold of 
his wrist. “It’s not fine,” Sirius said with gentle firmness, and finally Severus looked at him. 
“Forgive me. The Dark Mark brings up a lot of bad memories, and I wasn’t prepared to see it. It 
doesn’t change how I feel about you.” 


Severus nodded. “I understand. It’s not a pleasant thing to look at.” 


“Tt’s not,” Sirius agreed, “but it is a mark of your courage.” He smiled at Severus’s surprise and 
ran his fingers over the veins that were visible beneath the pale skin of Severus’s wrist. “You made 
a mistake. So has everyone else. But unlike many, you saw your own error, and risked your life to 
correct it.”” He brought the Dark Mark to his mouth and pressed a soft kiss to it. Beneath his lips, he 
could feel the strong and steady pulse of his lover. “You truly are brave.” 


Severus let the words wash over him, and for perhaps the first time in his life he didn’t feel the 
need to argue against the compliment. Maybe he was finally starting to believe what Sirius saw 
when he looked at him. He bent down and rested his forehead against Sirius’s. “Thank you.” 


Sirius finally released Severus’s wrist and sank back into the water. He was glad to have smoothed 
things over, but disappointed that it was at the cost of Severus staying physically distant. At least 
he hadn’t left the room. As long as they were together, they could work on anything. 


Severus lathered up his hands and began washing Sirius’s hair where it hung over the edge of the 
tub. The result was a soapy puddle on the tiles beneath his head, but neither of them minded. The 
citrus of the shampoo soon mingled with the mint of the bath, a combination that Sirius was 
conditioned to relax into. Severus massaged his scalp with gentle fingers. When his hands drifted 
to her neck and shoulders, Sirius let his eyes fall shut. If it weren’t for the cold aguamenti Severus 
used to rinse the soap from his hair, he would’ve fallen asleep under the magical touch. 


His eyes flew open when he felt a soft scraping against the front of his neck. He watched as the 
sudsy sponge swiped lower across his chest, and then passed over each nipple. 


Sirius stifled a groan as he wondered if Severus was trying to torture him, but he didn’t have to 
wonder for long as his hand continued drifting until it came to a stop between his legs. 


“T think you need help,” Severus murmured. Sirius nodded vigorously, clinging to the edges of the 
tub in anticipation. 


The sponge was forgotten as Severus wrapped his hand around Sirius’s cock and gave it a gentle 
squeeze. His thumb stroked the tip a few times lazily before his grip firmed and he settled into a 
rhythm of palm against shaft. 


“Fuck,” Sirius groaned, thrusting up into Severus’s hands. His time in Azkaban had not just been 
sexless, but nearly asexual as well. Being locked in a cell and surrounded by screaming lunatics 
was not conducive to a healthy libido. 


He’d forgotten how good the touch of another could feel. Before the last few months, he would 


never have imagined that the other person would be Severus Snape. But fucking Merlin, Severus’s 
hand on him was the best thing he’d ever experienced. Severus stroked him with just the right 
amount of pressure, pressing into the sensitive underside of his shaft, thumbing at his frenulum. 


“Are you okay?” Severus murmured into his ear. Severus felt Sirius’s already swollen member 
throb at his voice; he loved how it filled his hand. 


Sirius cracked his eyes open and looked at Severus with eyes clouded by steam and pleasure. 
“Better than ever, love,” he managed, voice hoarse. The small smile his answer brought to 
Severus’s face sent a pulse of longing through him, and he reached up to pull Severus into a 
demanding kiss. 


The touch of their tongues electrified Severus’s hand, and Sirius came quickly with a choked 
groan. As the sharp pleasure faded, he relaxed back against the tub. Inside his chest he could feel 
his rapid heart trying to settle back into its normal beat. 


Severus smirked with self-satisfaction as he took in his sated lover: Sirius’s wet hair tangling 
across his shoulders, his chest rising and falling with satisfied breaths, lips full and red from their 
urgent kiss. Sirius was a beautiful man, and seeing him so undone by his own hand filled him with 
pride. 


Just then, the grandfather clock downstairs chimed ten o’clock. He’d spent a blissful weekend with 
Sirius but the late hour meant it was time for him to hurry back to Hogwarts and cram in some 
work before the week began. 


He was hard just from feeling and watching Sirius, but he would deal with that himself. He 
grabbed the nearest towel and dried his arm, rolled down his sleeves, and rebuttoned his vest. 


“Where are you going?” Sirius asked as he watched his partner get dressed. 


Severus fastened the last button and examined his reflection in the mirror to make sure he didn’t 
look like he’d just given Sirius Black a handjob in his bath. 


“T have to go back to Hogwarts.” 


“T was hoping you’d stay the night,” Sirius pouted, looking quite pitiful alone in the cooling 
waters. 


“T have work to do, Sirius.” Severus refolded the towel and placed it within arm’s reach of the tub. 
He bent down to kiss his lover quickly. “ll be back tomorrow evening.” 


“Tsn’t it my turn to help you?” Sirius asked. He could clearly see an outline in Severus’s trousers. 
Sirius wanted to touch Severus as he had just been touched, to pleasure him until he was so dizzy 
he thought he was floating among the clouds. 


“T’ve got it.” Severus did need to return to Hogwarts, but he also needed to conceal his body from 
Sirius. The Dark Mark was not the only thing marring his pale skin. “Until tomorrow, then.” 


Sirius watched Severus leave with concern. There was something making Severus nervous, but he 
was so skittish that Sirius could hardly press him for an answer. He climbed out of the bath and 
toweled off, resigned to wait until Severus was ready to share. 


Sirius quite literally leapt for joy when Moony brought him a letter from Harry. He hadn’t been 


able to write to his godson since the day he’d helped Sirius escape on Buckbeak’s back. 
Dumbledore insisted it was safer for all of them, and Sirius might have tried to sneak out a letter 
anyway if he didn’t know Grimmauld Place was being closely watched. 


Sirius unfolded the parchment, and had to grin when he saw Harry’s penmanship was actually 
legible, a far cry from James’s chicken scratch. 


Dear Sirius, 
It’s a bit odd writing to you when we haven’t talked since that full moon on the grounds. 


Dumbledore said you’re somewhere secret but safe. Are you? I really did hope we could live 
together, like we said, and make up for lost time. 


I bet you’re bored. Hermione said you would be, and I should tell you some things to keep you 
entertained. 


The last Quidditch match was against Ravenclaw and we won. I caught the Snitch and I talked to 
their seeker. I'm mostly doing well in my subjects, except Potions. Professor Snape hates me and 
doesn’t bother to hide it. 


Hopefully the next time we see each other, we'll have time to talk. You can meet my friends - for 
real, not by dragging Ron into the Shrieking Shack or plotting a kidnapping with Hermione’s cat. 


Sincerely, 
Harry 


Sirius finished reading the letter with an embarrassed chuckle. Harry’s first impression of him was 
certainly not the best, but he’d been so close to freedom and justice. Peter had been right there... 


The usual fury came over him as he remembered that the cowardly traitor was still scurrying about. 
He wished wholeheartedly to be able to leave Grimmauld Place and hunt him down. Maybe, if he 
could convince Remus to go with him. 


He sighed and shook his head at his own thoughts. He needed to be patient; the best way he could 
help would be to wait. 


Sirius skimmed the letter again and raised an eyebrow when he came to the paragraph about 
potions. He hoped that Severus wasn’t letting his grudge with James cloud his view of Harry. They 
might look like twins separated by two decades, but only James had made his life miserable. If he 
could forgive Sirius, he could forgive a boy who hadn’t even been there. At least he hoped so. He 
didn’t want to be stuck between his boyfriend and his godson 


Severus was reasonable. If Sirius approached the topic delicately, he would come around. 


“Why don’t you like Harry?” Sirius asked after swallowing the last healing potions Severus handed 
him. At least this one hadn’t tasted like sewer water. 


So much for being delicate. But after a lot of thought, he decided it wouldn’t really be possible. 
Severus hated being tiptoed around, and he was sharp enough to know when it happened. 


Severus raised an eyebrow as he put away the empty potions bottles. “What did you hear?” he 


asked once he’d finished, crossing his arms as he looked up at Sirius. 


“That you don’t get along...that you hate him,” Sirius answered, noticing the annoyance that 
instantly crossed Severus’s face. 


Severus snorted and wondered whether Lupin or Potter had said something. “I don’t hate him,” he 
snarled, contradicting his words with his angry expression and tone. 


“That’s not how it seems,” Sirius said lightly. While Severus usually hid his feelings well, it 
seemed Harry was an exception. 


His shoulders tensed as he snapped, “Go ahead! Think the worst of me like everyone else.” He 
whirled around to leave the room, but Sirius caught him by his forearm. He jerked away and took a 
few steps further, but then stopped. 


Sirius raised his hands as if to surrender. “Easy now. I didn’t mean to offend you,” he said, hoping 
he sounded soothing. He didn’t enjoy seeing Severus’s thorned walls build back up so easily. “I 
was only curious. Harry is a nice boy-” 


“How do you know he’s nice?” Severus sneered. “You don’t know him other than as a baby in 
your memories.” 


Sirius forced himself to take a deep breath, instead of kicking the shit out of his boyfriend for the 
pointed remark. “He can’t be that bad. Remus says he’s like Lily, and not just in the eyes.” 


Lily’s name softened some of Severus’s rage, turning it to grief. “He’s a troublemaker and an 
airhead and-” 


“And he looks like James,” Sirius interrupted harshly. “Sev, is this your idea of revenge?” He was 
afraid of the answer; he couldn’t imagine being with a person who could harm any child, and 
especially his godson. But even as he asked, he knew it wasn’t true. Whatever flaws Severus had, 
he was not evil. Sirius couldn’t imagine him being cruel for cruelty’s sake. 


Severus laughed bitterly as his eyes darkened. “Of course. I’m the bastard Snivellus, come to 
punish a child for his father’s mistakes.” He’d been foolish to not realize Sirius would turn against 
him once he learned of his sour relationship with Potter. 


Now his stupidity was coming back to haunt him in the form of a sharp ache in his chest. He’d let 
himself hope that he’d finally found someone who wouldn’t place him second best or blame him 
for everything that went wrong. 


Sirius watched Severus close up and regretted how he’d approached the topic. He knew that 
Severus was insecure and prone to catastrophizing, and it seemed he’d pushed him right into doing 
it. 


He closed the distance between them and gently took Severus’s face in his hands. “Sev, look at 
me,” he said pleadingly, smoothing his thumbs over Severus’s cheeks. “Just tell me what’s going 
on with Harry. I know you wouldn’t hurt him. You’re not that kind of person.” He tilted his head 
down so their foreheads pressed together, wishing his trust in the other man would leap through the 
touch and convince Severus it would all be okay. 


Severus shut his eyes tightly as he debated between shoving Sirius away and giving the 
conversation a second chance. “Did you, brainless Gryffindor, forget that many of my students are 
Death Eaters?” he asked, exasperated that he had to point out something so obvious. “I can’t treat 
the Boy-Who-Lived well when I’m supposed to blame him for killing my master.” 


He had to protect his role as a double spy at all times, especially at Hogwarts where so many of his 
students believed their parents’ ravings and thought the Dark Lord would bring greatness to the 
wizarding world. He had to show his displeasure with the symbol of the Dark lord’s downfall or 
else those same students would run home with reports of his incongruous behavior. 


Sirius pulled his head back, though he kept his soothing hands in place. “You...do it to protect 
Harry?” he asked with a foolish grin that only grew as he took in Severus’s silky expression and 
red-tipped ears. 


“We can’t all be smiles and chocolate like Lupin,” Severus replied scathingly. It annoyed him that 
most people operated so simply, as if there was no darkness lurking beneath the surface of the 
wizarding world. “Although it’s obvious that he’s Potter’s son,” Severus said, his lip curling at the 
surname, “he’s also Lily’s.” 


Sirius felt the usual obnoxious prick of jealousy, and did his best to ignore it as he kissed Severus. 
“You complicate everything,” he said, hoping he could tease now that Severus was beginning to 
relax. “But I do like a man of mystery.” He put on his best flirtatious smile for the man before him. 


“Tdiot,” Severus whispered, wishing he didn’t thaw so quickly under Sirius’s light. 


The tension in the room drained, leaving them nestled against each other in comfortable silence. 
Eventually Sirius grew bold enough to drop his hand to the curve of Severus’s hip, and Severus 
responded by relaxing his head into Sirius’s shoulder. 


“You know,” Sirius murmured, loud enough that Severus would hear him but not too much that it 
would shatter the companionable quiet. ““The day that James and Lily named me godfather was the 
happiest day of my life.” 


Sirius remembered that period of time as if he’d just lived through it. He’d thrown a party after 
Lily’s pregnancy announcement, and an even more elaborate one when they shared they wanted 
him as Harry’s godfather. He’d visited them every week that she was pregnant, dropping off gifts: 
toys and clothes for Harry, furniture for the bedroom, treats for Lily as she grew increasingly 
uncomfortable. The visits had become much less frequent once Harry was born and Voldemort’s 
threat grew stronger and stronger. He’d cried the first time he held the little wrinkled lump that was 
Harry in his arms. 


Then, of course, the day that the visits stopped completely... 


“Me too,” Severus said, which surprised Sirius out of his recollections. “I hadn’t expected Lucius 
and Narcissa to trust me that much with Draco.” 


The Malfoys...there really was something odd about their friendship with Severus. “You were 
always close with them,” Sirius commented neutrally. 


Severus nodded, still wrapped in Sirius’s arms. “They were always there for me. They made my 
school life bearable.” 


They’d protected him from Slytherins and Gryffindors alike, and they’d emotionally and socially 
supported him over the years. 


“How close were they, really?” Sirius asked and then cleared his throat at Severus’s raised 
eyebrow. “I mean, in Hogwarts people said...things.” 


“Corridor rumors,” Severus said dismissively. Remembering the ridiculous things people said 
about him and the two blondes still annoyed him. “Do you really believe the gossip of teenagers?” 


“Well, I keep thinking about it.” His smile was uncomfortable when he said, “People said you were 
a trio, a threesome relationship.” It sounded absurd, but he’d seen with his own eyes how they were 
always together, and seemed very physically comfortable with each other. 


“Oh Merlin,” Severus swore, rubbing his temple as he felt the beginning of a headache coming on. 
“We didn’t look at each other that way. Did you think about kissing your friends?” 


“Of course not. Disgusting!” Sirius mimed retching. James was like his brother and while the 
Black family in general may accept incest, he did not. Peter was not even worth considering, and 
Remus...maybe he’d had a few passing thoughts about Remus, but he’d demolished any chance of 
them ever being more when he sent Severus to the Shrieking Shack on a full moon. 


Severus snorted with amusement at Sirius’s dramatic reaction. “Same for us.” 
“But their beliefs-” 


“They are against blood mixing,” Severus said neutrally, “but they made an exception for me. At 
first I thought it was a ruse, but now I trust them. Completely.” 


Sirius made a face, unconvinced. But then again, he’d viewed Severus so one-dimensionally for so 
long, and now he understood him as a man of many faces. Maybe the Malfoys were like that, 
wearing their worst mask in public and trading it for another in private. 


“T can’t imagine having them as friends,” Sirius admitted. 


“There’s a lot you don’t know about them,” Severus said. “When I left Hogwarts, they helped me 
get on my feet. They were there for me when I needed them most.” 


His mother died shortly before he finished his seventh year, and he’d rather have slept under a 
bridge than go back to Spinner’s End with only Tobias for company. Lucius and Narcissa insisted 
he stay with them, and quickly treated him like a family member. They paid for his advanced 
studies and helped him to eat better after a lifetime of low appetite and malnutrition. They treated 
him better than he’d expected, or deserved. 


When he first started working, he tried to pass some of his money on to them for room and board. 
They refused all of it, and said the only payment they would accept was his officially becoming 
family. He hadn’t understood until he saw their wide smiles and their joined hands pressed against 
Narcissa’s belly. That was when Narcissa announced he’d be godfather. They politely averted their 
gaze when he wiped away a few tears. 


Sirius pulled Severus tighter into his arms, still thinking about his cousin and her family. They 
didn’t like him, and the feeling was mutual. He didn’t think that would ever change. But he was, at 
least, grateful that they’d been so kind to Severus, especially during a time when he had not. 


He hugged Severus and imagined Severus doing the same to a tiny child who was the perfect blend 
of his two best friends. 


Sirius was practically bouncing off the walls of Grimmauld Place in excitement. He ignored the 
colour-changing potion he drank before the walks as Padfoot. Usually nothing could keep him 
from an opportunity to go outside, but he’d come up with a different idea. 


For the first time in a long time, he felt that thrill that came along with executing a prank, and he 
was certain he could press just the right buttons to get Severus to go along with it. 


He paced in the entryway and only stopped when the door opened. Severus stepped in, looking his 
usual De-Aged self. He wore dark jeans with torn knees, black trainers, and his high ponytail 
pulled the hair away from his beautiful face. Sirius’s favourite thing was the black jumper with the 
Queen logo on it. If it was possible for him to fall more in love with Severus, the jumper would 
have done it. 


Severus scrunched up his face in confusion, which Sirius found completely adorable. “Is 
something wrong?” he asked, looking pointedly at Sirius’s still-black hair. 


Sirius smiled, and would’ ve kissed him if he didn’t look like a child. “Do you have any more De- 
Aging potion?” 


“What are you planning, Black?” Severus asked, his suspicion making him revert to surnames. 
Sirius’s eyes glinted with mischief. “Something young and stupid.” 


Severus’s frown deepened when he realised what Sirius meant. Sirius was thrown off by the 
reaction; he’d expected a blush or a flat refusal. “I’m not sure that’s a good idea.” 


“You'll love it,” Sirius insisted. “It'll be like a dress up game.” 


Severus wasn’t sure why Sirius thought he would ever enjoy a dress up game, but when he looked 
up and saw the hopeful excitement in Sirius’s face, he felt like he couldn’t refuse. 


At his reluctant nod, Sirius’s eyes lit up. “Really?” 


Severus nodded and pulled a small vial from his back pocket, which he passed to Sirius. Sirius 
grinned as he took it and then shot upstairs to his childhood bedroom. 


His parents had never cleared it out. It would be nice to believe it was some sort of act of love, but 
he knew the truth was that they probably couldn’t bear to touch any of the, ‘filth,’ he owned. The 
upside was that his closet was still stuffed full of his teenage clothes. 


After a few minutes of rummaging through it, Sirius found his old favourite outfit: leather pants 
with a chain in one pocket, black ankle boots, a white Sex Pistols t-shirt, and a black leather jacket. 
He spelled the clothes clean and instantly they went from looking two decades old to brand new. 


He stood before his mirror as he gulped the potion and eagerly watched it take effect. His frame 
shrunk in height and width, his hair gained volume and shine, his skin lost its wrinkles and marks, 
and before long the transformation to his younger self completed. 


Seeing the reflection sent a sharp pang of bittersweet nostalgia through him. How he wished he 
could go back in time and not just appearance! He would take down Peter much sooner, and treat 
Severus much nicer. 


“Our boyfriend is waiting for us,” he told his reflection. For a moment he pretended he’d go 
downstairs and his parents would be there, eager to meet his new partner. It was a fantasy that 
would never have happened even if they were alive. 


But Severus really was downstairs, and that was a fantasy come to life. 


He dressed quickly and even sprayed himself with a few puffs of stale cologne. He liked the 
teenage look, and was excited to see Severus’s reaction. 


He took the stairs two at a time in his eagerness and found Severus staring into the fireplace. 


“Sev?” 


Severus turned. He thought he was prepared to see this ghost of his past, his tormentor come back 
to life. He wasn’t. He felt every muscle in his body tense as his mouth dried. 


“T know I’m irresistible, but you can unfreeze now,” Sirius teased, but his amusement quickly 
faded when he realised that Severus was growing paler by the second. “Sev?” He moved forward, 
and Severus flinched and took a step back. 


Sirius felt his stomach drop with worry. He’d seen Severus in many states, but never one where he 
recoiled in fear. He was staring at Sirius like he was a wild prey animal trapped with its predator. 


“Love, what’s wrong?” he asked softly. 


Severus struggled to draw in breaths as he asked, “Why did you do it?” He shrunk back, crossing 
his arms before himself as if they were a shield that could protect him. “Why did you try to kill 
me?” 


Shit. Sirius knew then, without a doubt, that he was stupid. Only an idiot would not have foreseen 
Severus’s reaction to meeting the boy who'd led him to a trapped werewolf. Sirius had never 
apologised, either; he’d avoided Severus the rest of their time at Hogwarts. He’d never really faced 
what he’d done, and now he saw all the trauma and cruelty in the face of the one he loved. 


He was a thoughtless boyfriend with an awful past. Severus had feared his teenage self and still 
agreed just to try and please him. He did not deserve Severus. 


“Answer me,” Severus tried to demand, but his voice came out wavery and thin. He was 
embarrassed by his own weakness, but teenage Sirius seemed to sap all his strength by attacking 
him with memories of his adolescence. 


He saw: himself as a lonely teenager suffering from constant bullying; the four boys that seemed to 
exist solely to torture him; Black always hovering nearby, ready to spit out an insult; the night he’d 
been tricked into ducking beneath the Whomping Willow. 


He’d repressed the trauma ever since, but seeing someone he’d come to trust turn into his 
tormentor broke the seal. He needed to know why Sirius Black had done it. 


“Sev, I...” Sirius covered his face with his hands and wished he could curse himself. His past sins 
sat heavily on his shoulders, and seeing Severus so plainly suffering because of him was the most 
painful thing of all. 


“Tell me why.” Severus sounded like he might cry at any moment. “Did you hate me so much you 
wanted me dead?” 


“No!” Sirius cried, shaking his head . “No, no. I didn’t even hate you, I never hated you.” 
“Then why?” Severus asked, even though he didn’t believe what Sirius just said. 


Sirius looked away, too ashamed to maintain the eye contact. He’d had a lot of time to think in 
Azkaban, and even more since he’d been confined to Grimmauld Place. He’d parceled out his 
regret for not protecting the Potters, his self-loathing for inadvertently causing their deaths, his 
remorse for not being a better brother to Regulus, and... 


He’d come to realize why he’d been so merciless to Severus Snape. 


“T...wanted your attention,” Sirius admitted. As he spoke, he felt shame for his actions, and fear for 
what they were going to do to his new relationship. At that moment, it felt like it was falling apart. 
“You always had Lily, and Lucius and Narcissa. You were so comfortable with them that you 
never looked at me, unless I made you. And I could only do that by getting you to hate me.” 


The confession did lessen Severus’s fear, because it filled him up with so much rage he hardly had 
room left for anything else. “Black,” he snarled, in a voice of loathing he had almost forgotten. 
Was that truly the reason Sirius tormented him so? Such childishness! That was Sirius Black, 
willing to do anything and hurt anyone to get what he wanted. 


He was close to snatching up his wand and unleashing some of his rage. Then Sirius finally lifted 
his gaze, and unadulterated regret shone from his grey eyes. 


“That night-” Sirius licked his dry lips, “-I only wanted to scare you. I never meant...I was stupid. I 
still am, obviously.” He dragged his hands through his hair, tugging on the long strands to try and 
ground himself with some physical pain. “We’d spent so many full moons with Remus by then. I’d 
forgotten how dangerous he truly was.” Severus opened his mouth to bite out a retort, so Sirius 
hurried to finish his thought. “I know it sounds like an excuse, but it’s true. He never hurt us. I 
didn’t believe he’d hurt you. I thought you’d get a good scare and run away, that’s all. If James 
hadn’t been there in time...I’m so sorry, Severus...” 


With Severus in his teenage body, it was impossible to avoid the gory images that floated before 
him: the sixteen-year-old cold on the floor within a large pool of blood. Just the thought made 
Sirius want to sink to his knees and scream. He couldn’t minimize his own idiocy and negligence 
that night. If it wasn’t for James, Severus would no longer walk the earth. 


“You have no idea how painful it was,” Severus spat, growing angrier from the humiliation as a 
few tears finally spilled. “Dumbledore forced me to stay quiet. It made me feel my life was 
meaningless, especially compared to yours. I almost died and no one cared.” 


His hand pressed subconsciously to his chest, where four claws had torn him open from shoulder to 
hip. Not even magic could fully heal them, and the scars beneath his robes were angry and jagged. 


The headmaster prioritized the Marauders, Lily was still furious about the day by the lake, and 
even his own mother hadn’t visited him in the hospital wing. If Lucius and Narcissa hadn’t been 
waiting for him in the corridor upon his discharge, he probably would’ ve walked straight up to the 
astronomy tower and thrown himself off it. 


“T’m sorry,” Sirius said again. He wished he could chant it forever if it meant Severus would be 
able to heal from what he’d done. 


Severus closed his eyes, still lost in the nightmarish memories. “It was horrible...that werewolf 
running towards me...” 


“Sorry! I’m an immature idiot!” Sirius said brokenly. He craved the touch of the man before him, 
even in the body of a teenager, but he didn’t dare move closer. He didn’t deserve to, and he didn’t 
think Severus would ever welcome his touch again. 


He dropped his gaze once more. He knew Severus was going to storm out through the fireplace any 
moment. This time, he wouldn’t try to stop him. He didn’t have the right. 


“You’re an idiot,” Severus agreed, but with less venom than his earlier words. 


He should’ ve turned and walked away. He should've buried his love for Sirius with his hatred for 


him and left himself a clean slate. Instead, he took a few shaky steps forward, and yanked Sirius 
into his arms. 


Sirius froze at the touch for the few seconds it took his brain to scream at him: Hug him back! 
Don’t let him ever stop! 


“T’m sorry, I’m sorry,” he whispered over and over as he curved his arms around Severus. He knew 
he was holding on too forcefully, but he was a sailor lost at sea, and Severus was his lifeboat. He 
couldn’t risk letting go for anything. 


Severus accepted the hug, a storm of emotions. He was still fearful of the night in the Shack and 
angry that Sirius had caused it, but he also couldn’t deny that Sirius was sorry. The regret lined his 
posture, darkened his gaze, and broke his voice. It was obvious that he’d finally understood, and 
regretted, what he’d done. 


Severus was not usually one to forgive, but the idea of walking away from Sirius was even more 
terrifying than the memories of the werewolf clawing his chest. He was ready to move on, even if 
they had a long way to go, even if it would be difficult and slow. They could make the journey 
together. 


“T told you it was a bad idea,” Severus said once his tears slowed. 


“You were right. As always,” Sirius agreed quickly. He drew back enough that he could bring their 
foreheads together and assure himself that Severus was still standing with him. “You’re so clever, 
wonderful, and handsome.” He hoped his words would bring some sort of peace to Severus. The 
tears in those black eyes he loved were as painful as any Cruciatus curse. 


Severus only looked at him, examining his tense features. Even with the De-Aging, he could 
recognize this was not the same teenager that had terrorized him at school. No, this was a man that 
had lived through and then escaped hell. Severus did not want to lose him, not now that he knew 
how wonderful it was to have him at his side. 


“Don’t leave me,” Severus whispered with a voice still broken by unshed tears. “Don’t.” 


“T won’t.” Sirius pressed forward and kissed Severus as sweetly and carefully as he could, as if he 
were kissing a doll made of china that could break with the lightest pressure. He tried to convey 
everything he felt with that kiss: his love, his determination to do better, his repentance for when 
he’d failed. “I will be with you,” he said, so close that their lips brushed with each word. “Always.” 


Hearing that, Severus drew him into a desperate kiss. Sirius surrendered to it, silently pledging to 
himself that he would do everything in his power to make Severus happy. Severus hung on tightly, 
accepting that he never wanted to part from the man who had taught him a love beyond his wildest 
dreams 


Chapter End Notes 


Note from Belu_Ruiz_ Snack: 


“Hello everyone! I’m happy to have received so many comments, kudos, and views. 
Truthfully, I don’t have the words to thank you for everything so...thank you from the 
bottom of my heart. 


Now...I’ve finally published an extra chapter! I know you’ ve waited a long time. I 
would love to know your thoughts in a comment about what you’ ve just read. 


One last thing...keep in mind this is “extra 1.” [ll leave it at that. A kiss and a big 
hug until we read again!” 


Thank you to everyone who read and commented on this translated version! & ’'m 
happy I was able to help share Belu Ruiz’s wonderful story with others. 


Note added November 27: 

Belu Ruiz has uploaded a third part to this story. At this time I don’t have plans to 
translate it. Translating is so hard © and my life has gotten a lot busier. If there is 
anyone interested in translating this new part (ch 3/extra 2 in the original work) you 
are more than welcome and I will link it here if you do. 


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work! 


